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CHAPTER I. 
renie's f reed om. 

The butcher pulled his wagon up short, and driving in close 
to the roadside, jerked his head in the direction of the villa. 

“ How is she ? Have you heard ? " 

The young woman leaning over the gate looked interested. 
The butcher was also young, just in business on his own account; 
and, according to all reports, a thoroughly desirable parti . A girl 
could do worse than marry the butcher, especially since, if the 
people liked him, trade would grow. She wondered where he'd 
expect her to live — over the store, of course ; he had some money, 
or he couldn't risk starting a brand-new business in a place where 
Ted Hopkinson had occupied the field for so long, though of 
course Ted Hopkinson — 

“ Sa-a-y," said the butcher, leaning out of the wagon. “ You 
heard me?" 

The young woman came back t& earth again with a start, and 
gave the butcher one of her sweetest smiles. 

"You mean Mis' Sherwood? I heard — yes. She's mighty 
poorly.” 

“ So ! " said the young man in a thoughtful manner. 

He was a pleasant fellow, round-faced, with a sandy mustache ; 
his eyes were light blue, and his complexion was florid. Very much 
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so. Nevertheless, he was an honest-looking chap. He kept staring 
in that thoughtful way at Matilda Todgins, and she colored a 
little. Not a misgiving entered her mind then but that she had 
made an impression. The future seemed at once very promising 
to a young woman whose chances had been growing slimmer this 
past five years. She would have her curtains tied back with pink 
satin ribbons, like Mrs. Sherwood’s own; she would have that set 
of china she saw down at Mellon’s . . . 

“ Ain’t no chance of seeing anybody at the house, then? ” he 
asked. 

The young woman looked puzzled. 

“ Seeing anybody ? ” she ventured. 

“ Why, yes. That there young girl who does the running for 
Mrs. Sherwood, and the errands.” 

Down came the castle in Spain ; the pink satin ribbons floated 
away in air; the china-set melted before her very eyes. 

"You mean Mis’ Sherwood’s hired girl? I don’t know any- 
thing about Mis’ Sherwood’s servants.” 

She spoke frostily indeed. The unwise young tradesman bent 
farther toward her. 

“ She’s too dumed pretty to be Mrs. Sherwood’s hired girl,” 
he said. His face was very red, for he was a bashful fellow, and 
this was saying a great deal. He sat up straight and chirruped to 
his horse. " You kin tell her that — tell her I said so,” he went on, 
leaning out with a confidential air. “ You won’t lose nothin’ by 
it,” he concluded, as if that would cause her to decide in his favor. 

The young woman looked after the retreating wagon. It went 
very slowly until it reached the white villa, and very, very slowly 
past it. There was an undescrihable expression on her face. 

“ My name ain’t Matilda Todgins if he doesn’t get a setdown,” 
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she said. " Benie to look at him ! That one gives'herself the airs 
of a princess." She turned back to the house, still ruminating. 
" Mis’ Sherwoods a mighty hard woman, but she’ll surely leave 
Benie a few thousands for all she’s been to her these past years. 
She’s certainly had a hard time.’’ 

She stood in the path a moment, letting her eyes run along the 
road once more. What she saw brought her back to the front gate 
in a hurry. 

" Hello, you Benie ! ’’ she said. 

" Hello ! ’’ said Benie. 

She was trudging wearily along, her sunbonnet in her hand, a 
small white paper parcel in the other. She looked tired. 

" How’s Mis’ Sherwood? ’’ asked Matilda. 

"Just the same — isn’t any change,’’ said Benie. She waited, 
leaning against the fence. " I’m about done up.’’ 

" You look it,’’ said Matilda, not unkindly. " Had breakfast? ’’ 
Benie colored. 

" Kind of,’’ she admitted. 

" There’s some coffee,’’ suggested Matilda, eagerly. 

" No," said Benie, indifferently. “ I don’t want any, thank you. 
She’s really suffering — and she’ll be missing me. I’ve got new 
powders here. Dr. Sells is afraid she can’t last much longer.’’ 

" Pretty tough when a woman like her gets down that bad,’’ 
said Matilda. "Ain’t no hope, I’m thinking — she’s too old. You’llt 
miss her, Benie.’’ ' 

" Yes,” said Benie, pressing her lips together. " I’ll miss her. 
I must go now. Thanks, Matilda,” she added, in a softer tone. 

"Oh, don’t mention it,” said Matilda, loftily. Benie always 
looked and made people feel as if she were far above them in her 
endeavor to be grateful — she couldn’t help it. The girl walked on. 
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“ Oh, Eenie ! ” called Matilda. 

Again the girl paused. “ Some one was asking for Mis* Sher- 
wood — and for you, too. You needn’t to worry — no matter what 
comes. You’ve got a sweetheart, Eenie.” 

Eenie’s eyes blazed. 

“ Don’t you say that to me, Matilda Todgins,” she said. “ I 
haven’t any sweetheart, and I don’t want any. And once I can get 
away from this old, nasty, meddling, contrary little town, I won’t 
want anybody to take care of me ! I can take care of myself ! ” 

Matilda grew very angry — but Eenie did not wait for a reply. 
Her face was flushed, and tears were trembling in her eyes. She 
had been awake all night, and her breakfast had been a drink of 
well water. So she was tired and miserable now, unfit to converse 
with any one, or to listen to any remarks. Besides that, she had 
always felt that the whole village of Broadplains was inimical to 
her. She hated it ; her heart was sick of it. 

She swung the villa gate open and shut it to softly. At the 
door the old woman who was the nominal housekeeper met her. 

“ You’ve been mighty long,” she said. 

“ Took ’most half an hour to put up the powders,” said Eenie. 
“ Better give her one right away ? I’ll mix it.” 

The old woman put her hand on the girl’s arm. 

“ Come down and have a cup of tea. She don’t want no 
powders.” 

Eenie fell back against the door. 

“ You don’t mean — ” 

“ Yes, she’s dead.” 

“ Dead ! ” said Eenie. “ Oh, no ! ” 

“ She died a half hour ago,” said the woman, stolidly. “ I sent 
the boy to the undertaker, an’ to tell Mis’ Wilson come help lay 
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her out. She’s got to be made ready decent, even if she was Mis’ 
Sherwood.” 

But Benie could only stare at her helplessly. 

" Oh, the poor thing!” she said, with a young girl’s pity 
stirring at her heart. " Oh, the poor thing ! Dead ! Were you 
with her, Jane?” 

" Yes, I was with her. She just leaned oyer an’ died,” said the 
woman, as if she were relating a very ordinary event. " Great 
woman. Mis’ Sherwood. She wouldn’t ’a’ died if she could ’a’ 
helped it.” 

Benie was in no mood to see the humor of this remark. She 
was sorry, and her sorrow blotted out the resentment she had 
always felt toward an unkind taskmistress. 

"Just leaned over an’ died,” repeated Jane. "I straightened 
her up and shut her eyes. An’ then I came away an’ left her.” 

"Oh,” said Benie, shuddering. "Please don’t, Jane. I’m 
afraid.” 

" What’s to be afraid of ? ” queried philosophical Jane. " She’s 
dead now — dead an’ done for, an’ that’s sure.” 

" If 8 seems so awful,” said Benie, in little panting breaths. 
She covered her eyes with her hands. " It doesn’t seem natural — 
death doesn’t. I never saw death, Jane — but when you think how 
you breathe and talk and sing and laugh — and then death comes. 
Aren’t you afraid, Jane? ” 

And she began to cry, softly, the tears running down her face. 
Jane pulled her inside and shut the door to, and gradually led her 
toward the kitchen, where the table was set and a nice little break- 
fast made ready. 

" I thought she wouldn’t get down anyhow for a day or so, even 
if she did pull through,” said Jane. "So I helped myself to a 
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chicken. Yon just taste that, Eenie. It’s creamed — the way I fix 
it for Mr. Jason himself when he comes from the city. An’ I got 
some of the best tea, too — not the shoddy article she’s been landin’ 
out to us this last five years. Poor soul ! Lord pity her, but she 
was the tight-fisted woman. No luck goes with money that tight- 
fisted. Stop your crying now, Eenie, and set down, that’s a dear 
child. Though God knows what you got to cry about, I dunno.” 
“ I just can’t help it,” said Eenie, sobbing. “ Death seems so 
sorrowful — and there was no one to say a prayer — not one. Oh, I 
am so sorry, Jane. Please, Jane, don’t be angry with me, but I’m 
so sorry.” 

Jane shut her thin lips. 

“ The world’ll knock that tender heart out of you,” she said. 
“ Though your life here shouldn’t ’ave left much tenderness in 
you. I’m as easy-going as the next one, child, but my blood’s some- 
times been at the boiling-point at all you’ve had to stand up to. 
An’ I’ll bet you hav’n’t one penny to show for it — not a thing but 
the rags on your back.” 

“ Oh, Jane,” said Eenie, “ don’t bring back mean things now. 
Maybe she couldn’t help it — something must have made her like 
that, and God will know the reason. Besides, I’m strong and I’m 
young, and I didn’t mind hard work. I didn’t mind anything at 
all, did I, Jane, only when I got out of patience and had to run 
away out into the garden — ” 

She sobbed bitterly. 

“ Hush now,” said Jane. “ Hush now, Eenie. Eat something, 
child — you’ll be down yourself.” 

“I can’t eat,” said Eenie. "Jane, I can’t eat.” 

The old woman went to the stove and poured out a cup of tea. 
Bringing it back she held it to the girl’s lips. 
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“ Drink / 5 she said. 

Used to obedience, Renie took the cnp. With some satisfaction 
Jane sat down and attacked the creamed chicken. 

“ What can’t be cured must be endured / 5 she said. “ We can’t 
bring Mis’ Sherwood back to life, an 5 there’s no use worrying about 
it. When we’re to go, we’re to go, an’ that’s the end of it No one 
can hold on to life one minute more than the Lord wants them to, 
Renie. And it’s flying in God’s face to resent death.” 

Renie was busy with her own thoughts. Her eyes were very 
red, and she sat with contracted brows staring straight before her. 

“ Drink your tea, now, an’ eat a bit,” said Jane. 

“ I can’t,” said Renie again, this time impatiently. “ I can’t 
eat.” 

Jane shrugged her shoulders. Then she carefully placed the 
girl’s breakfast on a plate and set it back on the brace of the stove 
to keep it warm. 

“ It’s here when you want it,” she said. “ Mis’ Wilson’ll be up 
in a few minutes. An’ then we’ll get the mistress ready. Now, 
don’t you touch the breakfast things. I’ll do all that. You’re just 
played out. Go upstairs and go to bed.” 

Renie shivered. Go upstairs — to bed — to sleep ! Oh, no — that 
was impossible! 

“ Can’t I help you, Jane?” she ventured, timidly. 

“No,” said Jane, “no, you can’t. You’ll just go off some- 
wheres an’ rest yourself, before it comes your time to think.” 

Before it comes time to think ! Renie did not grasp the import 
of the words. She felt as if she had lost some great hold on life; 
she realized a sense of aimlessness that had never been hers. But 
that was all. She had no thought of the iuture, or of what her 
future held. She thought now that it would be wise to get out 
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under the grape arbor and cry as much as she wanted to, without 
Jane seeing her. Jane was a good soul — but Benie felt the differ- 
ence. She had never been taught to know it — but it was there. 

Prom the tip of her head to the soles of her feet BenieDesmond 
was a lady. She knew it — her ways, refined and gentle, were hers 
unconsciously; and this very unconsciousness was her loudest 
assertion to the claim. The people who knew her might laugh and 
sneer and talk as they would, considering the menial position that 
she held in Mrs. Sherwood’s household — but the fearlessness and 
pride of the girl kept them at arm’s length. Her very manner 
had an air of condescension about it. 

Benie herself had no realization of this, and would have been 
greatly hurt had any one told her of it. It was, perhaps, one of the 
reasons why the cruel woman, over whose death she was weeping, 
had treated her so bitterly. No one had ever heard Benie Desmond 
complain; sometimes her white face and drooping figure aroused 
the pity of the village gossips, and they would discuss her at their 
afternoon tea, and be sorry for her. Until, perhaps, the same 
Benie would flash by them, with a rollicking word if the mood so 
moved her, or a grande dame greeting that sent them back to envy 
again for consolation. 

Tes, poor Benie had had a hard life of it since Mrs. Sherwood 
brought her a child of five, into this handsome, comfortable, sub- 
stantial mansion. It had been her home for thirteen years. If she 
had a relative in the world, he or she was unknown to her ; she had 
neither kith nor kin that she was aware of ; she had known no home 
but the institution from which this grim, gray-haired, hard-visaged 
old woman had brought her, and this. She had to pay for hex 
daily sustenance in hard work, and the bearing of harder censures. 
She had never, during all that time, received one word of comment 
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dation, one word of praise. It had been the earning of bread to 
her, bnt bitter bread, indeed. 

Renie Desmond, sitting upon the bench under the grape arbor, 
found that, having come out here to cry, she could not. The tears 
were dried up suddenly. The sunshine was filtering through the 
leaves upon her head. The birds were singing as if death and 
dying were unknown to the world. The butterflies, hovering about 
her, settled on the green leaves, winging their way in and out of 
shadow and light. Renie’s heart gave a great bound. How free 
they were ! How glad they were ! They could go where they would 
— go where they pleased — these birds and butterflies. And now 
she, too, was free ! She, too ! To go where she pleased and do as 
she pleased ! Free I 

She sprang to her feet with that transition from deepest woe 
to excessive delight that is the happy lot of those who have not yet 
suffered much at the hands of the world. She threw her arms out. 

“ Free ! ” she said. “ Oh great, wide, lovely earth ! Oh sun- 
shine, oh birds, oh flowers, oh butterflies, I am free — I am free ! ” 

There was a melody in the liquid voice, surely, hidden melody, 
so clearly sweet did the words ring. With shining eyes she began 
to walk up and down the soft ground. And that was the burden 
of her thoughts — freedom. A little bird, pouring out his full- 
throated warbling close to her, had suddenly found a lovely echo 
somewhere in her breast. It was alive with joy, throbbing through 
every vein in the young body; pulsating with every beat of the 
young heart 

“ I am free ! I am free ! ” 
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CHAPTEB n. 

renie's fortune. 

Jason Sherwood was shown into the back parlor, where his 
sister-in-law, Mrs. Sherwood, had been “ laid out," preparatory to 
her burial. He was well-built, well-dressed, with an air of pros- 
perity about him that befitted the business man. Shrewd, keen, 
and clever, he had outgrown the pettiness of suburban ways in the 
city’s larger life. He had had no special love for his brother’s wife, 
not even admiration, despite the fact that she had proven on sev- 
eral occasions that her financial acumen was as keen as his own. 
He knew her means were not inconsiderable; he knew that her 
ruling passion had been the accumulation of money, and, as her 
only relative, it had been incumbent upon him to be present at her 
obsequies. 

Yet neither regret nor curiosity stirred him as Jane opened 
the door and pointed to the draped black box ; then the old woman 
withdrew and left him alone with the dead. 

He was annoyed. Yet he stood looking down at the sharp 
features, the lips unnaturally closed — a straight, wide, thin line 
of blue in the pallid face. She had never been prepossessing — she 
was not prepossessing now. And, more than that, she had been 
guiltless, ever, of kindly deeds, and there were none now to remem- 
ber her kindly. 

Least of all, Jason Sherwood. 

He came out again, unconscious — and if he had known, uncar- 
ing, since he was used to the ways of servants — that Jane had kept 
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her eye at the keyhole during all his brief scrutiny. His face was 
sober and grave, as became the occasion. He shut the door of the 
darkened room after him, and walked slowly along the hall, with a 
sense of relief. 

" Everything has been done very decently,” he said to Jane, in 
his cold voice. " Have there been arrangements for the funeral ? ” 

" No, sir,” said Jane. " Leastways, she said to send for Mr. 
Tuck, the undertaker, in case she died, which we did, an’ me and 
Mis* Wilson, we laid her out. A beautiful corpse, ain’t she, Mr. 
Jason? ” 

" I have not seen her in over a year — seems to me she looks 
rather thin. Did she suffer much ? ” 

" Quite some, sir, toward the end. She was always too proud 
to admit it,” Jane went on, "you know how she kept to herself.” 

Mr. Jason nodded. " Yes, I know.” 

" No one thought it was more than a slight cold. But double 
pneumonia, at her age — ” 

Mr. Jason looked slightly nettled. 

" She wasn’t old. Sixty isn’t old,” he said. He himself was 
fifty-eight, and just thinking of beginning to enjoy life a little. 
He had spent thirty-five years amassing money. 

"No,” said Jane. "She was very healthy — until then. It 
must have come hard on her to die.” 

Mr. Sherwood smiled cynically. 

"It comes hard on most of us,” he said. "When was Mr. 
Ventnor here? ” 

" The lawyer? About a month ago.” Jane dropped her voice 
mysteriously. " Sir, you’re kind-hearted, I know. An’ I’m an old 
woman. Would you allow me — You won’t be vexed — ” 

"What is it?” 
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“ You promise you won’t be angry ? ” 

“ No, Jane, I won’t be angry.” When he smiled his face was 
not unpleasant. 

“ It’s Eenie, Mr. Jason — ” 

“ Benie — Benie? Who— Benie? Oh, you mean the little 
girl?” 

“ Yes, sir — I mean her. She’s been thirteen years with Mis’ 
Sherwood. A slave, sir. Madam was just enough — I won’t say 
anything against her — but you know, Mr. Jason, you know, how 
hard she could make things. Benie ain’t got a cent to face the 
world with, sir, an’ the thought of her has kept me awake many an 
hour. She’s but eighteen, and that pretty — ” 

Mr. Sherwood waved his hand carelessly. 

“ My dear Jane,” he said, “ I wouldn’t be surprised if Maria 
Sherwood had left every cent to Benie. She would do things by 
contraries, always. And God knows I won’t begrudge it to her. 
She’s earned it. Thirteen years ! I didn’t think it was that long.” 
He pursed up his lips. “ Yes, by Jove, she’s earned it, all right, 
poor child — Where is she ? ” 

“ Been wandering about the place like a lost fairy since yester- 
day. Cryin’ fit to break her heart.” 

“ Crying? ” Jason Sherwood looked interested. “ What for ? ” 

“ For Mis’ Sherwood,” said Jane. 

“ Don’t believe it,” declared the man, with emphasis. “ She 
may be worrying about her future, or some other material comfort. 
She may be ill. But don’t tell me she is crying over Maria Sher- 
wood.” 

He laughed incredulously under his breath, and turning on his 
heel walked out on the porch of the villa. There was no one there. 
He came down the steps and paced along the well-kept gravel-path 



Digitized by ^.ooQle 




RENTE'S FORTUNE. 



19 



to the back of the house, his keen eyes searching for. the girl. He 
meant to come upon her unawares. 

And he did. She was standing under the grape arbor trellis, 
leaning against one of the posts, in fact. Her eyes were fixed on 
vacancy, her lips curved sadly — the bearing of her figure that of 
extreme depression. He stood looking at her — then he shook his 
head. Advancing into the sunlight, he spoke. 

€t How do you do, Renie Desmond ? ” he said. 

She started, stared at him, and the surprise of seeing "Mr. 
Jason ” sent the blood to her forehead. 

“ How do you do? ” she said, shyly. 

He did not know what to say to her, and a pause, embarrassing 
for both, ensued. At last he moved nearer, and sat down on the 
bench. 

“ It is too bad — this trouble/’ he began. 

“ Yes,” said Renie. 

“ You must be tired taking care of her. Jane tells me you were 
very faithful.” 

“ Oh, no,” said Renie. “ I didn’t mind. I am strong, and I 
am not tired now. Jane won’t let me do anything. Have you been 
in to see Mrs. Sherwood ? ” 

“ Yes.” And then he smiled. She talked childishly, and he 
felt that he was answering her likewise. “ Have you ? ” 

“ I’d like to — but I’m kind of afraid,” she said. 

“ You weren’t afraid of her — ” 

“ Oh, my ! Oh, yes, I was. I was very much afraid of her.” 

“ Is that so?” 

“ I was. She was a cross woman, sometimes.” 

Evidently there wasn’t much of an enlivening nature in this 
conversation. 
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“ I suppose it is too early to ask you what you intend to do? ” 
he went on. 

Benie looked puzzled. 

“ I — I haven’t thought/’ she answered. 

"Would you like to go with me to see Mrs. Sherwood?” he 
asked. A sudden inspiration had come to him. " You mightn’t 
be afraid any more if you saw her.” 

" I — I don’t know/’ faltered Benie. 

“ Oh, come now,” he got up on his feet, and spoke imperatively. 
“ Come on — get it over.” 

The note of command in his voice compelled Benie’s obedience. 
She grew quite pale, but the man did not notice. He had simply 
mad^ up his mind that it would do the girl good to get rid of a 
silly feeling. So he went back to the house, she following. There 
was no reason for hesitation that he could see. He pushed open 
the door, turned his head to see that she was entering after him, 
since she would not precede him. 

Benie stood looking at the woman who had been her mistress — 
who had virtually owned her — this past thirteen years. She set her 
teeth into her underlip to keep back the deep breath — she could feel 
her heart beat madly. Then, all at once, her whole body seemed to 
become less rigid. Her eyes, unnaturally large and bright, fixed 
on the dead face, looked at it. She knelt to say a prayer — and 
Jason Sherwood, wondering, stood beside her — not understanding 
the Catholic custom. 

“ Let us go,” said Benie, in a whisper. 

He escorted her to the door. 

" How do you feel now? ” he asked. And the girl looked at 
him. " * 

" I couldn’t realize it,” she said. " No, I couldn’t. It seemed 
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too good to be true. But now I know it is true. I am sure 
of it.” 

“ What? ” curiously. 

“ That I am free ! Oh, it is so good to be free.” 

Again that curious, inquiring glance. 

“ Tell me,” he said. “ You are free — yes. What do you mean 
to do?” 

“ I do not know — I can’t tell. But it is so sweet — this freedom. 
I am so proud of it — so glad of it. It is the first thing that has 
ever belonged to me. I have always wanted something of my very 
own — and this is mine now — my freedom.” 

Mr. Jason Sherwood was very much taken aback. 

“ You funny child,” he said. “ What are you anyway ? Where 
did you come from? Who are you? ” 

“ I am Benie Desmond — I don’t know where I came from, nor 
who I may be. But I am Benie Desmond.” 

“ And a little lady, if ever there was one,” thought Jason Sher- 
wood. A thought came to him then, very suddenly — a thought 
that almost took his breath away. He was not so old — not alto- 
gether gray; well-preserved, good-looking — 

“ Come here into the parlor — I would like to talk to you,” he 
said. 

Benie had never been permitted to enter the Sherwood parlor. 
But she did not question her right to do so now. She went. Sat 
down, too, on one of the handsome chairs. And she did not think 
of Maria Sherwood lying in the closed and darkened room not ten 
feet away. Nor of what Maria Sherwood would have said to her, 
seeing her thus. 

“ Have fou a sweetheart? ” asked Jason Sherwood. “ Are you 
in love with anybody ? ” 
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Up went the arched eyebrows. 

“ I? ” Then she laughed. “ Oh, no.” 

“ There is no one at all? ” 
u No.” 

He cleared his throat. 

u I have a very fine home; I am wealthy; I could give you a 
good deal, Benie Desmond. Yon could go traveling — you could see 
the world. Will you marry me ? ” 

Benie sat looking at him — not startled in any way; simply 
contemplative. 

“ I don’t want you to make up your mind in a hurry/’ went on 
the gentleman. “ There isn’t any hurry about it. I like you; 
you’ve got a fearless, innocent way about you that one sees but 
rarely nowadays. Of course I don’t want to take you without a full 
understanding. My first wife has been dead fifteen years. I have 
two daughters — one seventeen and one twenty. The elder is in 
Paris; the other at school. I have a son of twenty-two — also in 
Europe. My home is lonely — and I should try to make you happy. 
Will you marry me? ” 

“ No,” said Benie. 

“ You can give me any reason? ” 

“ You are too old — your hair is gray,” said Benie Desmond. 
“ You have false teeth ; there are wrinkles around your eyes, and 
you are getting bald. You would soon be very old. I should have 
to take care of you — to wait on you. No. I will not marry you — I 
have been free only for a few days* and my freedom is very sweet.” 
He winced a little under her qualifying words. She was abso- 
lutely frank, cool, collected. He admired her, then. 

“ If I am troubled with illness, I can hire a nurse,” he said. 
“ That needn’t worry you. And if I am too tired because of old 
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age to go with you wherever you will, I can stay at home. I sha’n’t 
expect impossibilities — I sha’n’t ask you to love me.” 

“But I must take the responsibility,” argued Benie. “I 
couldn’t be happy if you were sick and I didn’t take care of you. 
That would not be right. I to take everything from you and give 
you nothing? No, there is no fairness in that. For, of course, 
that would be the only way I could pay you back — by taking care 
of you. You see, I couldn't love you.” 

“You are an honest little girl,” said Jason Sherwood. 

That was all. 

Benie went down into the kitchen to Jane, who was preparing 
creamed chicken for Mr. Jason in the way he liked it best. The 
girl sat on the table, swinging her feet. 

“ Say, Jane.” 

“Yes, Benie?” 

“ Mr. Jason has just asked me to marry him.” 

Jane turned around, and her face was a marvel. An artist 
would have delighted in it. With open mouth and staring eyes, 
she looked first to see if Benie were in earnest. Then she shoved 
the cooking-vessel back farther, and wiped her fingers on her apron. 
“ Benie, child ! Benie, you don’t mean it.” 

“ Yes, I do.” Benie bobbed her head. 

“ But, child — why, he’s the head of a big house — he’s as rich 
as— oh, he’s frightfully rich! You lucky girl, you lucky girl! 
When did he ask you, when? And will you marry him now, at 
once? Benie, Benie, but there*s a good day coming for you. 
You’ll take old J ane with you, won’t you ? ” she went on, coaxingly. 
“ You won’t find any one faithfuller — ” 

“ Don’t be silly, Jane ! ” Benie frowned. “ I wouldn’t marry 
him. You go up, Jane. Maybe he’ll ask you.” 
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Not a bit of doubt in the young voice — not a trace of sarcasm — 
not a question. Jane looked at her suspiciously. 

" Go on,” urged Benie. " He’s just in the humor now — why 
don’t you go, you stupid Jane? ” 

" Benie,” said Jane, solemnly, " you’re a fool.” 

Benie looked startled. 

"You’re a little idiot,” reiterated Jane. "Go right upstairs 
this very minute, and tell Mr. Jason you’ve thought it over — 
Benie, you never said no, finally ? You couldn’t say no for good — 
not to such a chance as that. I’m your friend — I’ve always been 
your friend. Tell Jane, now, just what you said.” 

"Oh, I can’t,” said Benie, and her lips quivered. "If you 
scold me I shall be miserable again.” 

" Well, I won’t scold you— only tell me.” 

" He asked me — ” 

" Yes — go on.” 

" And I said he was too old ; he was bald, and he had false teeth 
and wrinkles — and I wouldn’t marry him for anything. And he 
has.” 

"Oh, good gracious,” said Jane. "Oh, good gracious me I 
What a pity — what a pity I There’s no chance now, I’m sure — 
Not after that.” 

" You’re not so old,” said Benie. " What is the reason he won’t 
ask you ? You’re a nice cook — and you won’t mind taking care of 
him if he gets sick — ” 

" Come,” said Jane. 

Benie got down off the table. Jane led the way to the kitchen 
dresser, over which there was a small looking-glass. 

" Look there,” said Jane. " That’s the reason.” 

Benie looked. 
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" Well, of course, Jane, I’m prettier than you/’ she admitted. 
" Bnt that isn’t everything.” 

" It’s everything with yon, Benie,” said Jane. " Yonr face is 
your fortune.” 

"Did he want to marry me for my face?” asked Benie, in- 
dignantly. 

"Not that alone. Jane Weeks is a servant, Benie. You’re 
not — you never will be. That — and your face — make the 

diflEerence.” 
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CHAPTER III. 

THE STORY RENIE TOLD. 

The day of the funeral Renie rode in the first carriage with 
Mr. Jason himself. He had provided carriages for all those who 
cared to attend, and the neighbors and Jane followed the coach of 
honor in these. Mr. Jason had seen the lawyer, Mr. Ventnor, that 
morning. Mrs. Sherwood’s will was to be filed for probate shortly. 
In response to Mr. Jason’s earnest inquiries, he was informed that 
Maria Sherwood had left the sum of five hundred dollars to Jane 
Weeks, and the balance and residue of the entire fortune to Jason 
Sherwood himself. Renie Desmond’s name had not been men- 
tioned. 

“ There was no reason that you know of for my client’s dislike 
of the girl? ” asked Mr. Ventnor. 

"None,” said Jason Sherwood. "The child was a stranger 
when she took her in — don’t even know where she got her from. 
Picked her up from some institution, I believe. She had no reason 
to dislike her. She’s a good little soul.” He spoke warmly. 

"I don’t know much about her,” said Mr. Ventnor. "The 
first time I saw her she appeared frightened to death. A black- 
eyed girl, wasn’t she ? ” 

" No— blue,” said Mr. Jason, abstractedly. " Or gray — I don’t 
know which. Poor little thing ! It’s a shame.” 

" You might — ” ventured the lawyer. 

" I’ll see,” said Jason Sherwood. 

That was all. During the brief service at the grave the dread 
of death came upon Renie once more, and she clung to Jason Sher- 
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• wood’s arm, sobbing. She could not tell why she cried — it was 
certainly not for sorrow. But it showed a gentle spirit that the 
neighbors mutely commended. Being, on the whole, as good- 
natured as the rest of human nature, a few of them were debating 
what they would do with Benie. She could be made useful in . 
many ways in Broadplains. Her abilities were well known. 

Jane, being a discreet soul, dared not hint at Renie’s confi- 
dences, but her shrewd eyes never left the two, and the concern she 
observed in Jason Sherwood’s face made her exultant She saw 
here a fine chance for the homeless little girl who had crept about 
her heartstrings. She wished ardently that she could have a few 
more words with her — “ give her a few pointers,” she said, men- 
tally, so that in case Mr. Jason spoke again — 

But he would speak again. Of course he would ! Imagine a 
man taking her in the first carriage with him — a man like that, if 
he didn’t mean to show that he would ask her once more. And 
Benie would have to be wise. Mr. Jason was a fine-looking man. 
... Of course, he was old . . . But what of that? A fine, 
fresh-looking man . . . “ Better than half the young whipper- 
snappers that were going.” 

“ Benie,” she said to the girl that evening, “ I heard Mr. Jason 
and Mr. Yentnor talking to-day.” 

Benie tried to appear interested. 

“ Mr. Jason seemed to think that Mis’ Sherwood left you some 
of her money.” 

“ I hope not,” said Benie, indignantly. “ What would I do 
with Mrs. Sherwood’s money? ” 

“ Well, Mr. Jason thought it likely. An’ Mr. Ventnor, he said 
she left you nothing.” 

Benie shrugged her shoulders. 
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“ I hope you won’t be a goose again, when Mr. J ason asks — ■” 

Benie sat up straight. 

“ Jane, I like you/’ she said. “ You’re my good friend, and I’ll 
do anything for you. But I won’t marry Mr. Jason. That’s all — I 
won’t marry him.” 

“ You’re flying in the face of Providence,” said Jane, wrath- 
fully. When Benie Desmond looked like that she knew she 
meant it. 

“ I’m sorry,” said Benie. “ But I won’t marry him.” 

And J ane had to be content. 

The next day Matilda Todgins watched the new butcher get 
out of his wagon in front of the Sherwood villa, carefully hitch 
his horse, and then disappear in the direction of the kitchen. He 
met old Jane, who had been gathering late vegetables from the 
garden, and had her apron full of them. 

The new butcher was very much embarrassed. He hemmed and 
hawed, condoled with Jane about “ Mis’ Sherwood’s ” sudden 
taking off, and made various remarks of more or less brilliancy. 

“ And Miss Benie,” he said, at last. “ Where is Miss Benie? ” 

“ Inside somewheres,” Jane said, tartly. “ What do you want 
with her, Mr. Little ? ” 

The young man stood upon his dignity at once — he did not 
like Jane’s tone. 

“ That concerns Miss Benie and myself,” he said. u I’d like to 
see her, if it’s all the same to you.” 

Jane shrugged her shoulders. 

“ She’s in the kitchen helping to get dinner. You can go in.” 

He availed himself of the permission at once, and Jane let him 
go alone. She knew what was coming— Matilda Todgins had not 
been idle, and the rumors had grown that Benie was to marry 
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Joshua Little. “ Never saw such luck,” some of them said. Benie, 
looking up from her dish-washing, saw Mr. Little in the doorway. 
The song she was humming died on her lips. 

“ How d’ye do ? ” said Joshua Little, diffidently. 

“ Oh, I’m splendid,” said Benie. “ Sit down, won’t you? I’ll 
call Jane.” 

She made a move toward the door. 

“I saw Jane,” said the butcher. “An’ I wanted to see you. 
So she told me I might come in.” 1 

“ But she does all the buying,” said Benie. 

“ I don’t want you to buy anything,” said the young man with 
a smile. “ Say, Benie, I’ve been watching you off and on this last 
six months — ever since I came to Broadplains. I’m a rough and 
ready chap, I know, and not good enough for you. But I’m awfully 
fond of you, Benie, and the other girls aren’t in it. I could have 
any amount of them if I wanted to, but I don’t. I want you, 
Benie. Will you marry me ? ” 

Benie’s hands fell helpless, her eyes widened. 

“ Don’t be a fool, Josh Little,” she said. 

“ I’m no fool,” he said, in a vexed tone. “ I’m fair and square 
and you know me, Benie. Consider it. How long do you want? 
I’ll come back to-night — ” 

He started for the door. Benie stirred impatiently. 

“ Come back ! ” she said. “ I don’t want you to come back 
to-night, or any other night, either. What do you want to marry 
me for ? ” 

“ Because I’m so fond of you, Benie. Ah, now ” — he came over 
to her side and looked pleadingly at her — “ ah, now, you know I’m 
fond of you. Why, I’ve been showing you that ever since I found 
it out myself — and that’s three months ago. Do marry me, Benie. 
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I’ll be very good to you. You won’t have to work so hard, and you 
can do as you please — ” 

Eenie stamped her foot. There were tears of vexation in her 
eyes. 



“ Hush ! Why do you come around here after me, when there 
are so many nice girls in Broadplains? There’s Mattie Todgins, 
just as sweet as she can be — ” 

“ A jealous, bad-tempered — ” 

“ She is not. Don’t dare to speak so of my friend.” 

“ Renie — I didn’t know she was a friend of yours ! She said — ” 
“ Don’t care what she said. She’s a good, nice girl, and she’s 
pretty, too. And I won’t have you asking me to marry you when 
I don’t want you.” 

“ But, Renie, what will you do ? ” 

“ You’ve got to stay here in Broadplains, haven’t you ? ” she 
demanded. 

“ Yes,” he admitted, reluctantly. 

“ Well, I haven’t. I’m going out into the beautiful world that 
I’ve never seen. I’m going to have lovely clothes and go to operas 
and balls and parties. I’m going to be the very finest lady in the 
land. And I’m going to be free.” 

“ Renie, you can’t do all that without money.” 

“ Oh, I shall earn money,” confidently. 

“ How can you earn money and enjoy yourself, too? ” 

Renie, for the first time, looked troubled. Then she gripped 
her fingers about his arm and pulled him over to the little glass 
above the kitchen sink. 

“ See, there,” she said. 

He looked at both their faces reflected in the mirror. And he 
sighed. 
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“ We’re — different,” said Renie, with the wisdom learned from 
Jane a few days before. “ Jnst different, that’s all. And because 
we’re different, I can’t marry you. And because I don’t care for 
you. I don’t like nice looks in anybody — but if ever I marry it 
must be some one who knows more than I. Now, I don’t know a 
vast deal,” argued Renie, “ but I know more than you do. And 
that ain’t fair. So I won’t marry you, Joshua Little. But I’m 
much obliged to you just the same, and let’s be friends.” 

She gave him her hand with a charming smile. He held it in 
his own moist fingers, wishing he knew what to do with it, since 
the touch of it set his heart palpitating wildly. And yet he did 
not want to let it go. 

"Forever, Miss Renie,” he said, desperately. He began to 
shake her hand then. “ Forever,” he went on with fervor. "And 
I’ll love you the same, always ; and if you could think it over and 
change your mind, maybe you could teach me what you know some 
time — if you’d care to bother, Miss Renie. I’d be glad to learn — ” 
“ You’re a good butcher, Joshua — and one can’t be good at 
everything” said Renie, severely. “ You go get somebody better 
suited to you, that’s a nice fellow, and I’ll be glad. And I hope, if 
ever I come back to Broadplains, to find you very, very happy and 
comfortable.” 

“ You will really leave. Miss Renie ? ” 

“ Oh, my, yes,” said Renie. “ Of course I will. Think I’d stay 
here? No, I’m going out into the world, Joshua. Maybe, some- 
time, I’ll send you an invitation to visit me. And you must come.” 
“ I certainly will, Miss Renie,” said the young fellow, much 
bewildered, and not knowing any more than she — visionary child ! 
— what she was driving at. “ I certainly will. And no one wishes 
you more luck than I do.” 
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“ Thank you,” was her gracious response. And the butcher 
went away. 

Mr. Jason Sherwood sent for Benie shortly afterward. 

“I am returning to the city on the eight o’clock train,” he 
said, with his most business-like air. “ I can’t stay here. Tell 
me — you have not reconsidered your decision of some days ago ? ” 

Benie shook'her head. 

“ No,” she said. “ You’re very, very good to make it — it 
might be a great nuisance to a man like you if you had a wife like 
me. I think you’re a very kind-hearted gentleman, and I shall 
always like you. And perhaps when I have seen all the beautiful 
things in the world I will go to your house and work for you. I 
should be glad to. That won’t be for a long time yet, of course. 
It takes time to see things.” 

“ I feel that I stand in the position of guardian to you,” said 
Mr. Jason. “ Let me send you to school — give you an education. 
I can place you with the same madames who are teaching my girl 
Ursula. You would get along with her very nicely.” 

“ I daresay,” said Benie. “ But that isn’t it. And see, I am 
quite fairly well-educated now.” 

. Mr. Jason Sherwood stared. 

“ Why, you don’t know the meaning of the word education,” 
he said. 

“ But I do,” persisted Benie. 

“ Have you ever been to school ? ” 

“ No, sir. Mrs. Sherwood never let me go. But I studied 
just the same.” 

“ Tell me what you know.” 

“ English,” said Benie, promptly. 

He laughed. 
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“ That’s a good start. What else ? 99 

“ German.” 

“ German? ” he raised his eyebrows. 

“ A little Latin; mathematics; chemistry — and I can read 
French well, though I can’t pronounce it, because my teacher 
didn’t know much of that language and I had to learn it myself. 
But I’ve read— oh, lots of books in French. I wouldn’t speak 
it — I’d be ashamed, not knowing how to twist my tongue — ” 

Mr. Jason fell helplessly into a chair. 

“ Look here,” he said. “ You’ve been the talk of this town for 
the past four years at least. Every one has said you were down- 
trodden, every one has wondered how you bore the misery Maria 
Sherwood inflicted on you; every one has pitied you and speculated 
as to when you would run away, or as to when some one would run 
away with you. Yet here you tell me — ” 

Renie came closer to him, her eyes shining. 

“ Mr. Jason,” she said, “ you’ve been kind to me, and I’ll tell 
you. Five years ago, when I was going on fourteen, Mrs. Sher- 
wood saw me buried in a story book — hardly understanding a 
word of it, for I had not been taught anything at all, I was so little 
when I came here. I was sitting under the back porch, and did 
not hear her coming until she stood over me. She tore the book 
from me — she raised her hand and beat me, beat me until I fairly 
shivered, for she couldn’t make me cry ! ” And there was a defiant 
note in the young voice. “ No, sir — she couldn’t make me cry. 
Oh, how she did beat me ! c You shall be ignorant,’ she said to me. 

€ Ignorant as a clown ; you shall marry a clown, and you shall cast 
your lot with clowns forever — ignorant, the more ignorant the 
better. You shall know nothing — not even how to write your own 
name! You shall sink all that is finer in you into the brutish 
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element of your hardworked existence. Yon shall work — work all 
your life long, and be ignorant as I can keep you/ ” 

Jason Sherwood looked at that brilliant face. He had never 
been so fascinated in his life. He was simply enthralled at the 
passion in her voice. 

“ How she hated you ! n he said. 

Renie laughed bitterly. 

“ Yes, she hated me. Oh, but when I ran along the roads on 
her errands, people stopped to look at me, and they said, ‘ Poor 
child, and she is such a lady ! ’ I heard them. I never said I heard 
this to any one. But I knew there was a difference between Mrs. 
Sherwood and — and a lady.” She drew her breath sharply through 
her little teeth. “ When Mrs. Sherwood brought me here I wore 
about my neck a little gold medal — and on it was a picture of a 
beautiful woman. This beautiful woman, I found out, is the same 
as they have on the banners at St. James’ Church — it is our 
blessed Lady. I knew, because I had that about my neck, that I 
was a Catholic. So one night I stole into the priest’s house. I said 
to him : * Please tell me, what is a lady ? ’ 

“ He laughed, I remember — because I got angry when he 
laughed. He saw that I was angry, though. 

“ ‘A lady/ he said, ‘ is one^who never loses her temper/ 

“ Then I was ashamed. 

“ ‘A lady is modest and truthful, and gentle and loving; she 
does her duty; she bears suffering cheerfully; she does what she is 
told to do, and does it as best she can. She prays for every one, 
and for the whole world; she thanks God for her trials as well as 
her blessings/ 

“ That’s what he said to me/’ 

Renie looked at Jason Sherwood triumphantly. 
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“ Well, I knew I must be all that. So I did not run away from 
Mrs. Sherwood, and I did all these things with patience. € You 
shall be ignorant, and shall marry a clown/ she had said to me.” 
“ That is the part Fm interested in,” said Jason Sherwood. 
Some new emotion was tugging at his heartstrings now. 

“ 5 Way out in the woods lived an old, old lady,” said Renie, 
“ who people said was mad. She wasn’t, though. She was just 
queer. But, oh, she knew so much ! She was very fond of sing- 
ing — and I can sing, Mr. Jason. I can sing without a bit of 
trouble. One day I had been sent out to pick blackberries, and I 
was singing as I went along, and this old lady popped her head 
out at me from the bushes. She had been gathering herbs; had 
her basket full of them. 

“ 6 What a voice !’ she said. ‘ Go on, child, go on/ 

“ I sang, and sang, and sang — until I didn’t know any more — 
until I couldn’t think of anything else. And then she sat alongside 
of me and asked me questions about myself — who I was, where I 
came from, who I was living with. I told her that Mrs. Sher- 
wood said I should be a clown. I told her everything. I told her 
I was a Catholic, and I found out that she was one, too. But she 
did not go to church, she said. When I finished she looked at me. 

“ ‘ You poor little thing,’ she said. ‘And I have so much use- 
less knowledge — I wish I could give it to you.’ 

“ I cried, then, because I wished she could, and it wasn’t any 
use wishing. But she asked me to come back again. 

“ And by and by, when I was supposed to lie in bed — Mrs. 
Sherwood would send me to bed at half-past seven — I used to go 
out to the mad lady’s and sing for her. And then she taught me 
everything I know.” 

“ Where is she now? ” asked Mr. Jason. 
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“ She’s dead/’ said Renie. “ She died a year ago. Her name 
was almost the same as yours, € Sherewode.’ She said they had 
never changed the spelling of their name — that she was of the 
original English Sherewodes of Lancashire.” 

But Mr. Jason wasn’t listening. 

“ You’re a great little girl, Renie.” 

“ Yes, sir,” admitted Renie. “ I know I am.” 

“ But you’re a baby in worldly knowledge, just the same.” 

“ No,” said Renie, thoughtfully. “ Madam told me never to 
know anything. It was the better way. Never know anything; 
show what you do know only when it makes the best impression ; 
if you get a chance to do a thing that will help you, do it — and then 
keep your mouth closed. In that way you get the reputation of 
knowing three times as much as you do, actually.” 

“ Well, great Scott ! ” said Mr. Jason. “ That’s a good creed.” 
“ Of course it is,” said Renie. 

“ Did madam tell you to believe everything people told you? ” 
went on Mr. Jason, with a quizzical glance. 

“ No, sir,” said Renie, promptly. “ Only to act as if I did.” 
He threw back his head and laughed. He held out his hand. 
“ Shake with me, little girl — you’re a brick! ” he said. “And 
I’ll bet any amount of money you’ll get along, too. You will, if I 
can start you.” 

Renie laughed, too — but she shook hands seriously. 

“ Fm not a bit afraid,” she said. 

“ No,” he made answer. “ You’re too young to be afraid. 
Child, do you know you’re very pretty? ” 

“ Yes, sir. That’s the reason you want to marry me, instead 
of Jane. And I guess that’s the reason Joshua Little wants to 
marry me. But,” she swung around to look at her face in the long 



Digitized by 



Google 




THE STORY RENTE TOLD. 



87 



pier-mirror, “ my prettiness won’t last.” 

« Y on C an run away,” said Mr. Jason, and there was a curious 
look in his face. “ Bun away now, Benie.” 
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CHAPTER IV. 

“ THE GREAT RENIE DESMOND." 

Left alone, Mr. Jason sat pondering. His practical mind did 
not fully grasp Renie’s queemess of character, but the mixture of 
shrewdness and utter ignorance she displayed was an absurd com- 
bination. Life seemed to have passed her by — life and love — for 
she understood neither. Nor had her trials taught her very much. 
They had been physical trials, and she had borne them for a 
purpose. Her emotions were still in abeyance. She did not feel 
emotions deeply — her chief impulse now being a desire to become 
acquainted with what was outside her own heretofore narrow 
existence. 

Now, Mr. Jason Sherwood knew the conflict that awaited her. 
Training, here, had been conspicuous by its absence. The knowl- 
edge she spoke of — well, it depended upon its extent as far as 
value was concerned — its extent and its thoroughness. Half- 
knowledge is of no good to any one. He had learned that opposi- 
tion made her stubborn. That the things she was forbidden to do 
she would try to do. How far was her moral sense developed? 
Far enough to help her avoid evil? 

He felt that she did not know evil. What, then, would teach 
her to avoid it but that subtle distinction between right and 
wrong, which is the inheritance of every child of Adam? And 
Jason Sherwood, pondering still further, grew vexed at the dead 
woman who had allowed so beautiful a flower to grow in so 
untrained a fashion. Picturesque, she certainly was — but who 
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could guarantee the future for her — the future that seemed to her 
so dazzling? 

She had declared her Catholicism. What sort of a Catholic 
was she? She had not said she attended church, knew her pastor, 
or mentioned how far her religion was part of her life. Yes, a 
girl like Eenie Desmond would need a deep, strong hold on 
spiritual things — a knowledge of good and evil — 

And then he shrugged his shoulders. Why should he bother 
about her? Who was she, anyway? She had declined his offer to 
lift her, to secure her from want, to fix her position. Why should 
he bother? Eenie Desmond had little to do with his future- 
nothing, in fact. 

But still she tormented him. It seemed a pity to allow her to 
face the perils that she must, alone and unprotected. True, her 
fearlessness might carry her through : she was certainly unafraid. 
Yet it was the fearlessness of ignorance. Would it last when 
temptations came? 

He shook hands with her gravely when he stood waiting for 
the carriage that was to take him to the station. 

“ My dear Eenie,” he said, “ I wish you'd consider the matter 
of going to school with Ursula. You would surely like each 
other — she is a good-natured, jolly little girl. And afterward, 
when you graduated, you could come home with her. Think it 
over. You are your own mistress now, and no one can force you 
to do anything against your will — but I know, from larger experi- 
ence, just what is best for you. The freedom you find so sweet is 
not so pleasant when there is no one to care what becomes of you.” 

Benie's eyes were moist 

“ Thank you, Mr. Jason,” she said. 

“ You'll think it over and write to me ? ” 
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“ Yes, sir." 

“ Take time to make up your mind. In the meanwhile I have 
given Jane sufficient money to keep the villa for a month — at least 
until you have decided what to do. Is there any one to whom you 
can go for advice — ” 

Benie shook her head. 

“ There isn’t any one I can go to.” 

“ Your pastor — ” 

“ He would tell me to do as you want me to,” said Benie, 
thoughtfully. “ No, thank you, Mr. Jason. I’ll make up my mind 
alone.” 

Yes, he felt that she would. He felt that Benie Desmond must 
attend the school of experience— that older, wiser heads could 
teach her nothing. He was not surprised, then, ten days later, to 
receive a letter from her. What Benie’s phases of thought were 
during those ten days were interesting enough, but we shall not 
enter into them. She had made up her mind before Mr. Jason had 
left. She intended to keep her resolution. To keep her freedom. 
To get out and breathe a larger, busier, more energizing air than 
this small village afforded. And nothing she thought of during 
those ten days caused her to falter in her determination. 

So she wrote to him. Her language was exquisite. In the 
choicest English she thanked him for his offer to her, for his kind 
advice, for his proffers of assistance. She could take nothing fur- 
ther from him. She did not wish to be indebted f to any one. She 
would always remember him kindly, and she begged to remain, 
very sincerely and gratefully, Benie Desmond. 

He shrugged his shoulders when he finished reading it. Then 
he made out a check for five thousand dollars and wrote back to her. 

He was very sorry that she could not do as he wished her to. 
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If, at any time within the next year, she reconsidered the matter, 
his offer would still hold good. Meanwhile, it pleased him to 
inform her that Maria Sherwood had bequeathed her five thousand 
dollars. It would take some time to settle the dead woman’s 
affairs, and he knew that the money would be of more benefit to 
her now than later. So he had deposited that sum in one of the 
city banks, per enclosed, and she could do with it as she saw fit. 
After which he gave her some good advice concerning its disposal. 
Hoped she would call on him for any help he could give her, if she 
came to Hew York. A card to his club would be all-sufficient. He 
also enclosed some money for present expenses. There was nothing 
further, unless she chose to write again. And he remained, very 
truly, Jason Sherwood. 

How, Jane Weeks knew just as well as Jason Sherwood himself 
that Renie’s mistress had never a thought of leaving Renie a penny. 
But she was wise in her generation. 

“ The old skinflint ! ” she said. “ That’s a nice thing to do, 
isn’t it ! Such a paltry, mean, miserable sum ! If she gave you 
this^house, now, with that money, it would have helped to keep 
you. But, no ! She just did that to soothe her conscience, the 
mean — ” 

“ Oh, Jane, she is dead,” said Renie. “And I won’t know what 
to do with so much money. Five thousand dollars ! My, I’m rich, 
Jane.” 

Jane laughed. 

“ Indeed, you are. As rich as Mr. Jason himself, I daresay. 
Well, you begin to live on five thousand dollars, and you’ll find out 
how rich you are. Renie Desmond, where are you going to? Let’s 
have a stop to this nonsense, and tell me plain out what you’re 
a-going to do.” 
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Eenie sat looking at her for a few minutes. 

“ This money makes things look differently,” she said. “ I 
had intended to go to the city — I have the fifteen dollars Mr. Jason 
sent me last Christmas — and would try to get an engagement as a 
singer — ” 

“ Good Lord ! ” said Jane Weeks. “ You’d never thought of 
going on the stage? ” 

“ Yes,” said Eenie. 

“ Why, that’s an awful idea,” said Jane. “ Dreadful, for a 
girl like you. And you’d have to wait months, maybe, before any 
one would so much as look at you.” 

“ No,” said Eenie. “ I have a letter that would make room for 
me anywhere. A friend of mine gave it to me. She said I should 
use it whenever I made up my mind to leave here. And I intended 
to. But now this money — Jane, I don’t know what to do. I’d 
like you to come with me — but not yet. I want to go away alone. 
I want to feel lost, away out there where the people are, dear 
Jane — not because I don’t like you, but because I’ve never felt lost, 
or been in a big place. Now, Jane, I am certainly going away. 
After a while, when I get that I want to see you, will you come 
with me? ” 

“ Where to? ” asked practical Jane. 

“ I don’t know,” confessed Eenie. “ There are such nice 
houses there, somewhere. And I’m sure that I won’t want to idle 
all my time— only at first. We’ll keep house together, you and 
I — and I’ll be very great, and everybody will be standing about 
on the comers to look at Eenie Desmond and her friend, Jane 
Weeks, who will frown so at people — ” 

Eenie jumped to her feet, and tragically imitated Jane’s frown. 

“ God give you sense,” said Jane. “ For a crazier child I never 
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heard talk in all my life. But go ahead. I haven’t any control 
over you, nor no one else. You’ve got to find out things for your- 
self — and now that you’ve got this money I won’t fret about you as 
much as I would. And I mean to stay in Broadplains, anyhow. 
I’ll always be here, in case you want to come back or send for me.” 

The girl threw her arms impulsively about her friend’s neck. 

“ That’s a dear Jane,” she said. “ I knew you’d do as I wanted 
you to. And now I’ll write to Mr. Jason and thank him. I 
don’t know how to thank him, Jane, and I only can’t help wishing 
that he had been sensible and married you, and then I wouldn’t 
have had to bother at all, for you would have been rich, too.” 

“ Sometimes I think you’re a fool, Renie,” said Jane, in an 
acrid voice. “ Don’t talk in such mad fashion — it galls me to hear 
you. Mr. Jason to look at the like of me ! And God only knows 
what he saw in you, Renie.” 

“ Indeed,” said Renie, not at all put down, “ I’m wondering, 
too. For he has daughters and a son, and what in the world could 
he see in me? It was just his kind-heartedness, maybe, that was 
all. I’m glad I said no. That would be a big price to pay for being 
kind-hearted.” 

She went off to write her letter — which task she acquitted her- 
self of well, for the words of gratitude came easily. When Jason 
Sherwood read the lines they affected him strangely. 

“ Now, she is just as sweet and fine a little girl as she can be,” 
he said. “ Fearless little soul — I hope the world is good to her, 
and that her freedom does not prove a more galling bondage than 
the slavery she has known all her life.” 

***** 

Heme’s preparations for departure were soon made. Her 
townsfolk, burning with curiosity, made strenuous efforts to dis- 
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cover her future whereabouts and intentions, but the girl was 
reticent. So was Jane. According to Jane, what Broadplains 
didn’t know wouldn’t keep it awake nights worrying. So she did 
her best to avoid worrying Broadplains, having an acute regard for 
the public welfare. With the tears streaming down her wrinkled 
face she bade Benie farewell — almost begging of her to change her 
plans. This, of course, Benie would not do. She liked Jane well 
enough — but her liking was not sufficiently strong to alter her 
determination. Besides, now that realization was almost within 
her reach, her heart beat high. She felt that a new life would 
begin for her the moment she seated herself in the train. 

It did. 

She shook hands the last time with Jane, kissed her affection- 
ately, even waved her handkerchief at her from one of the car- 
windows ere the engine started, shrieking and puffing, out of the 
station. In a second, it seemed to her, Broadplains had disap- 
peared, and Benie was standing on the threshold of a new world, 
looking about her. She walked half way up the car, which was 
almost empty, and sat down opposite a young man reading a news- 
paper. Her small dressing-case she put beside her on the seat. 
He, glancing up, looked at the face under the simple white hat. 
Then he ostentatiously laid aside the newspaper, and reached over 
for her dressing-case. 

“ Permit me to place it in the rack for you,” he said. His 
bow was elaborate, his accents studied. 

Benie Desmond became aware, for the first time in her life, of 
the existence of train-racks. She glanced at the one above her 
head reflectively. 

“ No, thank you,” she said. “ When I want it there. I’ll put 
it up myself.” 
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The young man flushed, and sat down again qnickly. An old 
gentleman on the opposite side of the car, who had frowned when 
the fellow addressed her, smiled under his gray mustache. 

“ The racks are there for that purpose,” said the young man; 
rather stiffly. 

Renie looked at him. She saw a bold-looking, handsome fellow 
of about thirty years, with a heavy black mustache, and a pair of 
remarkably bright brown eyes. Renie’s introspective gaze went 
over him from top to toe. She was wondering who he was and 
what he was, and if strangers “ outside ” usually addressed other 
strangers in this fashion. She had read very few novels, or she 
would have recognized the fact that this handsome fellow was bent 
on a flirtation; that the glance he gave her was positively 
“ killing,” and that he told himself he had never seen a prettier 
girl, by George ! 

Renie was not a mind-reader, and being “ rural,” she did not 
know this species. She kept on staring, and when she had made 
up her mind that she did not like the gentleman, she looked out 
of the window. He was nonplused by the steady scrutiny. But 
his kind are unquenchable. 

“ Will you have some of this paper? ” he asked, laying a por- 
tion of it on her lap. 

Renie, with elbow leaning on the sill and eyes turned outward, 
did not heed. He buried himself in the rest of the newspaper, 
twirling his mustache, and watching her with some curiosity, it 
must be confessed. He certainly could not embarrass her — she 
might have been a wooden image, for all the feeling she evinced. 

The train-boy came through just then, and the handsome young 
man called to him, buying a box of chocolates. These, as soon as 
the boy had passed, he laid on top of the paper in the girl's lap. 
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This time Eenie awoke from her reverie. She glanced down and 
then up. Then she held both candy and paper out to him without 
a word. He took them — also without speaking. She did not 
appear angry — but her face was a study. After which the girl 
picked up her dressing-case, and looked about her for another seat. 
The old gentleman opposite leaned over. 

“ Sit on this side,” he said, in courteous accents. “ I shall see 
that you are not annoyed. And if you wish me to, I shall speak to 
the conductor — such actions on the part of a man who would wish 
to be called a gentleman, I daresay, are infamous.” 

“ Thank you,” said Eenie. And she smiled, as she moved 
across the aisle. “ It is not the custom, then, for strangers to 
act so? ” She spoke in a low voice. 

“ You are not city-bred, I take it, or you would know that his 
annoyance is an insult,” said the old gentleman. He was very 
angry, and his face was red. He seemed almost too angry, even, 
for the occasion. 

“ Oh, no,” said Eenie. “ He could not insult me.” 

The old gentleman looked at her. He could well believe that 
she was above insult from such a boor. Her manner said as much, 
for Eenie, who could be the grande dame at will, was the grande 
dame now. He wondered who she was. Where was she going? 
Would friends meet her ? He longed to ask her, but her manner 
puzzled him, and her self-possessed air. He could not speak to 
her as he wished, not knowing how she would take it — especially 
after her experience. Yet he was an old man — He would risk it. 

“ Your friends will meet you at your destination ? ” he asked. 
“ Pardon me, if I seem inquisitive — but I have a daughter of 
about your age, and I should not like to see her traveling 
unescorted.” 
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“ I have no friends in the city,” said Renie. “ I should like to 
ask yon a few questions, if yon will permit me. I wish to remain 
there for a few days — maybe weeks, or months — I can’t tell how 
long. I wish you could give me the name of a good stopping- 
place — a very nice place.” 

“ You are alone? ” asked the old gentleman, in surprise. 

“ Yes,” said Renie, “ I am alone — just at present.” 

The old gentleman brightened up. 

“ At present — oh, well ! If you go to the Wendell — that is a 
very nice hotel, and quite reasonable. You probably don’t know 
the city. Get a cab at the station and give the man the name of 
the hotel. He will take you there without further trouble.” 

“ Thank’ you,” said Renie. “ I am very grateful to you.” 

“ And if you have occasion to go out while you are there, as you 
will, of course,” he continued, “ and you have to ask questions, 
don’t put them to any one but a policeman.” 

“ Thank you,” said Renie again, and she smiled. She was 
learning her first lesson in the “ larger life.” It was not a pleasant 
lesson — this lesson of distrust. Nevertheless, it did not frighten 
her. Renie’s self-assurance was her strong point. 

At the Grand Central Station, six hours later, she bade her 
kind old friend adieu. He left her with a few more cautioning 
words, and would have been glad to see her safely on her way to 
the hotel, had not Renie evinced so decided a preference to be left 
alone. She got into the crowd of people alighting from the train. 
The calls of porters, the shouting of the baggagemen, the cries of 
the cabmen, the rush and the hurry and the bustle delighted her. 
She did not feel in the least confused, but walked slowly on, gazing 
about her with bright eyes, eagerly interested. This was the life 
of the city — this. This was the heart of it — this conflict of noises. 
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It was strange, but it set the blood in her veins dancing with the 
exultation that had come to her the day of Mrs. Sherwood’s death. 
Instead of awing her or making her helpless, as it would an ordi- 
nary young woman, the sense of her paltriness, her nothingness in 
this great crowd of human beings filled her with joy. She had 
been so long used to the same faces ; she had known every name 
within miles of her ; she had known the family affairs of all with 
whom she came in contact. Here she knew no one, no one knew 
her. 

This Eenie Desmond was certainly a unique character. 

As she stood under the white electric light, a pleased little 
smile on her lips, some one touched her arm. 

“ Can’t I assist you now, my dear young lady ? ” 

It was her handsome fellow-traveler, who stood with an 
unpleasantly familiar look on his face. Benie straightened her 
head. 

“ Yes,” she said. “ You can come with me to the steps over 
there, when I shall ask that gentleman in blue to take care of you 
for a little while.” 

Her handsome fellow-traveler lifted his hat and walked on. 
Without further mishap, Benie singled out a cabman, gave him the 
name of the hotel, Wendell, and for the second time in her life 
had a carriage-ride. 

“ Please drive slowly,” she told the man. She was anxious to 
get a grasp on this great, beautiful world; this great, beautiful 
city, where the people were to stand on the comers after a while 
to see the great Benie Desmond. She leaned forward, with parted 
lips. It was still daylight, and Fifth Avenue stretched broad and 
long before her. The beautifully-groomed people, the general air 
of prosperity ; the carriages flashing by her, in which sat men and 
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ttomen laughing and chatting, or leaning back with that air of 
indolent hauteur which is the art of expression to-day in our 
moneyed class. Eenie sat back, too, and her own face took on some 
of that expression. She gazed down at her simple brown dress. She 
would find a good dressmaker — a city dressmaker. She would be 
like these people — handsome, and well-groomed, and haughty. 

Yes, people would stand on the comers some day to see the 
great Eenie Desmond go by ! 
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CHAPTER V. 

renie's new friend. 

To the average person, life in even one of the most fashionable 
hotels in a city has its drawbacks when one comes to it alone and 
unattended. Renie Desmond made her entrance there with the 
sang froid that might be expected of such a self-assured young 
person. And she signed a name in the hotel register that would 
have made Jason Sherwood open his eyes. “ Regine Desmond 
Sherewode,” she wrote, smiling to herself as she did so. She 
hesitated a little over the next entry — then, still with that queer 
smile, she gave her hailing place as “ Broadplains, N. Y.” 

Maria Sherwood’s little maid-of-all work received the very best 
at the clerk’s disposal, and was so impressive in her manner, that 
he glanced at the register to discover which member of a dis- 
tinguished family the roof of his hostelry covered. Those who 
approach the giant monster, worldly favor, with timidity, can 
expect but rough treatment. But to those who act toward it as if 
it did not exist, it comes crawling obsequiously. Renie had found 
this true so far, and was still further to find it so. 

The next morning she went to the bank, discovering that in 
order to cash her check she would have to be identified. This 
rather puzzled her. 

“ But I am a stranger here,” she said. “ Can’t you reach Mr. 
Sherwood himself? He is personally acquainted with me.” 

They would try to get Mr. Sherwood on the telephone — which 
they did, and after matters were satisfactorily arranged, he asked 
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Miss Desmond to speak to him. Following an exchange of greet- 
ings, he told her that he was leaving New York the next Tuesday 
for London. Had she any questions to ask him; was there any 
information he could give her, etc. To which Eenie replied very 
graciously indeed. There was nothing he could do for her, and 
she was getting along very well. 

This being settled, and good-by spoken, Eenie cashed her check, 
immediately depositing, in her own name, the amount it called 
for, lacking a thousand dollars. She felt more sure of her ground 
with the money in her purse. From the bank she paid her self- 
promised visit to the dressmaker’s establishment, and thence to a 
milliner’s. 

Behold, a few days afterward, a subservient waiter placing a 
chair at a small table in the hotel dining-room for an aristocratic 
young woman in evening costume, who did not condescend, by 
even a glance of curiosity, to evince interest in her fellow-diners. 
Her gown was remarkable for its modesty and its good taste, but 
they forgot both in the brilliancy of the gypsy face above it. Well- 
bred as people strive to be, it was not without reason that they 
stared at the stranger, whose self-possession was as far removed 
from boldness as day from night. 

“ She has certainly the most perfect manners,” said Mrs. 
Monroe, not knowing that Benie’s alert eyes watched, with unceas- 
ing vigilance, the examples of table etiquette in evidence about her. 

“ And a beautiful face,” said Mrs. McBae — a slender, delicate- 
looking woman, whose scarlet lips and bright eyes were far too 
red and too bright for her almost ghastly countenance. She had 
been watching Eenie from the moment she entered the dining- 
room. “ It is such a child-like, good face,” she continued. “ She 
reminds me of a little sister I had— one who is dead.” 
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Mrs. Monroe shrugged her shoulders. 

“ They cultivate that frank manner,” she said. “Appearances 
are deceiving.” 

“ I suppose so,” said Mrs. McRae. “ I never felt that I wanted 
to be sure before. Who is she? ” 

“ Nobody knows,” spid Mrs. Monroe, “ or can take the risk of 
knowing,” she added, with a laugh. 

Mrs. McRae seemed disturbed. The resemblance of the new- 
comer to one she dearly loved, and the association of that resem- 
blance with the happiest time of a clouded existence, made her 
anxious to defend the unknown child-woman, who so gravely and 
so decorously went on with her meal, as if she were a princess in 
disguise, used to the stares and comments of a curious world. 
Once she smiled as the waiter replied to a question, and Mrs. 
McRae turned her head aside quickly, surprised to feel the tears in 
her eyes. It was such a frank, childish smile! 

She was destined to become closer acquainted. Their rooms 
were on the same floor, and as Renie entered the elevator, she 
noticed, for the first time, the delicate, white-faced woman, who, 
as she moved along the corridor, staggered a little, pausing then as 
if to recover her balance. Renie stood still a moment in thought 
— then she advanced and held out her arm. 

“ If you are ill, madam,” she said, “ I shall be pleased to help 
you to your door.” 

“ Thank you,” said Mrs. McRae. “ I had no right to exert 
myself so — I was warned against it. But one gets so tired of being 
alone— of not seeing any but the faces of servants.” 

She would not have said as much to any one else. Renie looked 
at her with that quick, illuminating smile. 

“ I should imagine so,” she said. This was so harmless, so 
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inoffensive-appearing a woman, and she was ill — she would not 
be able to intrude on her, even if she wanted to. So Renie felt that 
she could be kind here without endangering her one desire for 
seclusion and aloofness in the midst of many. 

“ I am so strong myself that I can feel sorry for those who 
have to suffer,” she went on, gently. “ It is not always the people 
who are in pain who have time to think of the ills of other folks. 
And God has been very good to me to give me perfect health.” 

Mrs. McRae smiled wanly. 

“ When I was your age I did not dream of thanking God for 
such a thing,” she said. “ I was too accustomed to it. But now — ” 
A spasm seemed to contract her features. Renie slipped her 
arm about her. She was trembling. 

“lam very nervous,” she said, gaspingly. “ I shall be better 
immediately.” 

So Renie held her, and when the pain had partly passed off, she 
assisted her to her room. 

“ May I not try to help you in some way further ? ” she asked, 
impulsively, her sweet face earnest and tender. “ You are really 
very ill — and I am sure I can do something — ” 

Mrs. McRae made a clutch at the proprieties, so had the fasci- 
nation of Renie grown upon her. 

“ Why, we are such strangers,” she said. “ My name is 
McRae — my husband was Jordan McRae, of Philadelphia.” 

“ Ah ! ” thought Renie. The “ McRae, of Philadelphia,” 
showed her that something was expected of her in return. And 
Renie Desmond was equal to any occasion. 

“lama Sherewode,” she said. “ Bora a Desmond, and the 
adopted daughter of one of the old Sherewode family — English — 
from Lancashire.” She spoke modestly — as if there was much 
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more to tell of the “ Sherewodes,” but it was not her intention to 
relate it now. “lama stranger in the city,” she added, as an 
afterthought. “And alone for the time being — until I can settle 
some of my affairs. Meanwhile I am trying to enjoy myself in my 
own way.” 

Mrs. McBae was satisfied. Whatever the girl's credentials 
might be, she was used to the “ best ” people — that one knew 
immediately. She would be careful, of course — one could not be 
too careful. But this was such a child ! 

The next few days saw Renie Desmond's intimacy with Mrs. 
McRae grow with every hour. The delicate woman had to keep to 
her room, and Renie showed her the utmost kindness. She had 
a pleasing manner; she was utterly fearless, and what she lacked 
in knowledge of the convenances she made up by constant watch- 
fulness. Being adaptive, she had placed herself in these surround- 
ings deliberately, anxious to see what was called the “ best ” life, 
to become acquainted with the customs of the “ best ” people. She 
was learning as fast as one can learn in a hotel — and that is fast, 
indeed — and with the aid of an acute perception, allied to common 
sense, she was able to distinguish between the false and the true. 

Renie calculated rapidly during the few weeks that she stayed 
at the Wendell. She had no decided plans. She had no wish to 
save or hoard or add to the legacy which she supposed Maria Sher- 
wood had bequeathed her — one penny of which she would not 
retain for her real future. She did not consider that money as 
of any but immediate benefit — to help her to see as many beautiful 
things as possible, so that she might have the memory of them to 
dwell on when she settled down to her lifework. As to what that 
lifework was to be she had not yet made up her mind. She had 
the letter which she had mentioned to Jane — but a stage career 
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held no attractions for her until she could determine what a 
stage career really meant. She wanted to have no illusions con- 
cerning it. 

God had given the girl a surprising amount of practical com- 
mon sense, and old Madam Sherewode, the one friend who had 
taken any practical interest in her, and who had given her her 
name to use or not as she pleased, had helped to develop it. 

So, Mrs. McRae taking this great liking to her, they went 
everywhere together — to theaters and concerts and exhibitions. 
And all the time the girl was learning, learning. And when, as 
was her wont, Margaret McRae got tired of the city, and proposed 
leaving it, Renie acceded. She had no definite plans — she had 
not been South — she had never seen even Niagara. She was 
willing to go anywhere and to do anything. So she lived the life 
she had planned for herself for the next three or four months — 
enjoying herself in a sober, earnest fashion that was highly 
amusing to her new-found friend. 

In August the older woman suggested a visit to one of the 
seashore resorts. Mrs. McRae, during their intercourse, had 
become well-assured of a certain fact — that the girl would make 
no advances. She kept to herself with a dignified reserve that no 
amount of friendliness could break through. She was always willing 
to withdraw ; she was always unconcerned, as well satisfied at being 
left alone as being made much of. Mrs. McRae, lonely, rich, and 
sickly, eating out her heart in the solitude of a purposeless life, 
felt that this new interest helped to make her days more pleasant. 
Renie asked nothing — was willing to give of time and trouble, and 
could, indeed, soothe the woman’s most nerve-racking pain. So 
that she grew, in those long months, to cling to her, and to care 
for her. 
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She W88 assured of the girl’s respectability — she had never 
questioned it from the first — and she was learning, even as Jason 
Sherwood had, the utter fearlessness of her soul; the uncon- 
sciousness of her personal attractions seemed very odd to Margaret 
McRae. After awhile she became accustomed to both. 

So the friendship grew apace, and under the chaperonage of 
Mrs. McRae, Renie found her list of acquaintances growing. Her 
indifference was her greatest charm, and it was an indifference that 
admitted of no compromise. 

“ Let us go where there are people,” said Renie, when they 
were deciding. “ I have no choice, so long as there are very many 
people there.” 

“ You child ! ” said Mrs. McRae, laughing. “ You have no 
regard for people. Why, then, should you care? ” 

“ They are so interesting,” said Renie. “ I could watch people 
forever. I think that is the only way to grow wise — study people, 
people, people.” 

“ Oh ! ” said Mrs. McRae. “ But people hide their emotions 
now, Renie. The features are no longer an index to the character.” 
Renie shrugged her shoulders. 

“ I do not know,” she said, thoughtfully. “ The eyes, for 
instance? And the curves of the mouth, and the expression? 
Character must give a certain amount of individuality — that’s why 
each face is different, one from the other.” 

“And I think we are all very much alike,” said Mrs. McRae, 
smiling. 

“ Oh, no,” said Renie. “ You don’t mean that.” 

“ There is so much sameness and tameness about us.” 

“ Well? Think of each one’s undeveloped possibilities.” 

Mrs. McRae bent over. 



Digitized by ^.ooQle 




RENIETS NEW FRIEND . 



67 



“ Benie,” she said, “ what are the undeveloped possibilities in 
my face?” 

She spoke jestingly — but there was earnestness underneath the 
question. Benie, putting out her forefinger, touched her fore- 
head — touched the lines in it; touched her eyes and her lips. And 
was silent. 

“ Well, Benie? ” 

u Your face,” said the girl, in a hushed voice, “ is the face of 
a woman who has been disappointed.” 

“ Yes,” said Mrs. McBae. 

“ Who has given love — and had to take it back again,” said 
Benie. And she added, quaintly : “ It is too much for one woman, 
the love she gives. She dare not keep it all. For when she does, 
it leaves her face — like yours.” 

“ What sort of love have I given — and had to take back 
again?” asked the woman. “ What sort of love was it, oh, wise 
Benie?” 

“ I do not know,” said Benie. “ I have never loved any one 
in my life.” 

The ring of pain in the closing words had warned her. Her 
answer came as a shock, taking the woman’s attention from herself. 

“ Not your mother? ” she gasped. 

“ I never knew her — I never knew my parents. I had little 
kindness shown me, and no affection. Even Madam Sherewode, 
who adopted me — really, indeed, because she pitied me, and not 
because of love for me, never caressed me. Bemember, I am not 
complaining. I have not felt the lack of caresses. I was grateful 
to those who were good to me, but I knew that Benie Desmond 
would always have to love herself a great deal to make up for the 
loss of love outside herself.” 
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“ Don’t talk foolishly,” said Mrs. McRae. “ Dear child, when 
yon love yon will be just like other women.” 

“ Yes,” laughed Renie. “ I expect to love just like other 
women — if I love. I shall love a clean man — one pure of heart, 
and I shall love him whether he be rich or poor, high or low, 
crippled, or handsome and straight as man may be.” 

“And when he grows tired of yon? ” questioned Mrs. McRae, 
cynically. 

“ I shall not love outside my own religion, and in the Catholic 
marriage we do not think of that,” said Renie. 

“ Yon would make a religion of your love ? ” asked Mrs. 
McRae. “ The very worst kind, Renie.” 

“ No,” said Renie, “ for God will bless it — if it comes.” 

“ God’s blessing — that is necessary? ” 

“ Without it I do not see how you can expect such a great 
gift,” said Renie, “ or keep it. It must be a great gift, I think, 
and teach great unselfishness, if people receive it rightly.” 

“ The wisdom of nineteen,” laughed Mrs. McRae. “ Let us 
continue. What else do you see in my face ? ” 

“ That is the principal thing — but there is another.” 

“ Another ? ” 

“ Yes. Are yon afraid of — any one? ” 

Mrs. McRae looked at her in a peculiar manner. 

“ Why?” 

“ At times yon are nervous ; yon listen ; yon tnm as if yon 
expected to see some one — some one whom yon did not care for.” 
“ Yes,” said Mrs. McRae. “ You are very wise this time, for 
your almost twenty years. I am afraid, Renie. And it is a fear 
that will kill me.” 

She volunteered no information. And Renie asked nothing. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

WHAT RENTE SAW. 

Mrs. McRae, being virtually her own mistress, had determined 
to take Renie Desmond altogether under her wing, and to that 
end assumed a certain air of dictatorship which the girl found 
very amusing— considering that it affected her so little. Regarding 
this part of her life as an episode merely, Mrs. McRae was but a 
shadow on the screen. She did not mean to take her attachment 
seriously — nor to take anything seriously until she must. She 
was enjoying herself — she was learning, and that was better than 
all. Her appearance and her manner were in her favor, and Mrs. 
McRae’s social rank gave her the necessary qualifications to enter 
a certain circle, and to meet certain people. Renie Desmond sat 
down and calculated. Her money would keep her just twelve 
months at this rate — then farewell to this existence, which she 
had been longing all her years to know. 

Here, at the very beginning of it, she did not regret its ending. 
Maria Sherwood had spoiled a lovable character, and until Renie 
Desmond’s heart found her, she would not be true to the higher 
life of which she was capable. Only pain could teach her — and as 
pain is the lot of every single human being, it would come to Renie 
Desmond also — the purifying element. 

So she went to the seashore with Mrs. McRae, and forthwith 
set up a fashion of her own that highly amused her new-found 
friend. Ere long Renie Desmond Sherewode had earned a reputa- 
tion as a wit. The temptation to parry would-be “ soft nothings ” 
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with equally skilled retorts was irresistible. And yet she was 
surrounded by a wall of ice. There was friendliness, gentleness, 
and humor — all these — but underneath it that quiet reserve which 
nothing would nor could penetrate. 

“ There is a young man coming here to-morrow evening who 
bears almost the same name as you do yourself,” said Mrs. McRae, 
one Sunday afternoon. “ Julian Sherwood, he is called.” 

“ Yes ? ” asked Renie. 

“ He is from the Continent, where he completed a university 
course this spring,” finished Mrs. McRae. “ Polish up your 
German, Renie.” 

u Oh, no,” said Renie, and she laughed. “ I think I can make 
myself understood in English.” 

Mrs. McRae thought so, too. She thought Renie could do any- 
thing, and she had certainly taken her out of her own sorrowful 
self. She delighted in watching the girl. Her sparkling face was 
a source of pleasure, and her abundant animal spirits always at 
her friend’s disposal, to amuse or to entertain. Prom being self- 
centered, almost hypochondriacal, she became absorbed in Renie 
now, and unconsciously the girl was becoming dearer and dearer 
to her every day. With this protective feeling also came the wish 
to see her married safely. It was always well for a nice girl like 
Renie to marry, and have a husband to take care of her. If she 
went back home, home being, as far as Mrs. McRae understood, 
somewhere in the rural portion of New York State — a wide lati- 
tude — she would marry in a narrower circle, a circle that would 
not do her justice. 

So Mrs. McRae resolved that Renie must marry — a resolution 
easily made, but not so easily carried out. 

Julian Sherwood arrived on Monday at the United States 
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Hotel, and put in his appearance at dinner. There was a hop given 
afterward, and it was while looking on at the dancers that he first 
caught sight of Renie Desmond. Seeking out a friend, then, who 
was also a friend of Mrs. McRae’s, he begged for an introduction. 
Which was just as Mrs. McRae had planned, having ascertained, 
to her own satisfaction, some days before, the young man’s ante- 
cedents and prospects. 

Renie was ready for any mischief when Mrs. McRae came 
toward her with the solemn and grave young man — as solemn and 
as grave as she expected any university graduate to be. 

“ It is like introducing two relatives,” said Mrs. McRae. 
“ Permit me, Renie. Miss Sherewode, Mr. Sherwood.” 

Renie bowed. 

“ I think I have the honor of knowing your father,” she said, 
audaciously. “ Mr. Jason Sherwood? ” 

Mrs. McRae looked startled — the young man hugely pleased. 

“ Is it possible? ” he asked. “ Now, that is strange — he never 
mentioned you.” 

Renie laughed. 

“ Oh, no,” she said. “He did not know me well enough 
to mention me. Besides, it was almost purely a business 
acquaintance.” 

“ Oh,” said Julian Sherwood. “ That was it. I have an 
advantage over him, then.” 

“ I wonder ! ” said Renie. “ If you prove yourself as pleasant 
a social acquaintance as your father is a genial business man, your 
family is highly favored.” 

He looked at her, suspicious of sarcasm. So did Mrs. McRae. 

“At least I can but try,” he said. “ May I take the initiatory 
steps to prove myself so, by asking for the next dance? ” 



Digitized by ^.ooQle 




WHAT REN IE* 8 AW. 



“ Isn’t that an awful result of a foreign education ? ” thought 
Renie. But she held her card out. Mrs. McRae felt forced to 
leave her to her own devices. Unfortunately, she dared not warn 
the girl not to trifle here, nor tell her how eligible a young man 
this Julian Sherwood was. She would not like to risk making 
Renie angry, and she felt that the subject of love or marriage was 
antagonistic to her. She sank languidly into a seat on the cool 
porch, through the big window of which she could overlook the 
ballroom. Her eyes were riveted on Renie’s face. After all, what 
a lovely face it was ! Surely it could not be possible that so sweet 
a girl had not met some one who touched her heart. But she had 
said she had never loved — not even in the ordinary relations of 
human life. And she was so gay and unconcerned as to warrant 
belief in this assertion. 

Mrs. McRae sighed. 

“ Fm afraid it isn’t any use,” she said. “ I do not think 
Julian Sherwood can make Renie love him. And marriage without 
love would be out of the question for a girl like her.” 

“ Your Mr. Sherwood is very entertaining,” said Renie, as 
she was getting ready for bed. 

“My Mr. Sherwood ! ” Mrs. McRae looked at her in quizzical 
surprise. “ That is good, Renie.” 

“ Well, I must distinguish between them in some way,” said 
Renie. “ His father is my Mr. Sherwood.” 

“ I beg of you not to set up the young man’s father in opposi- 
tion to himself,” said Mrs. McRae. 

“ He would do well to take pattern by him,” declared Renie. 
“ He hasn’t that languid manner, at any rate. Mrs. McRae, did 
you hear him ask me for a dance to-night ? And I’m so miserable 
a dancer ! I said yes just to punish him.” 



Digitized by ^.ooQle 




WHAT REN IE 8AW. 



63 



“ Did he mind very much ? ” sympathetically. “ I suppose 
you told him you were only learning our way, as you tell every 
one else, you little wretch.” 

“ Oh, no,” said the girl, serenely. “ I told him he’d get used 
to ours shortly — that they dance differently in different parts of 
the country.* 

“ Renie! ” 

“ Yes. He looked puzzled, and said that he had just come 
from the other side, and that he hadn’t noticed any difference. I 
told him that he probably had not met any good dancer — before.” 

Mrs. McRae began to laugh helplessly. 

“ Oh, Renie!” 

“ He’s splendid,” said Renie. “ Lovely. You noticed, per- 
haps, that I went out with him four times ? Well, I did. Just to 
get him accustomed to our style, I said. In reality, I was learning, 
and behold me now — a full-fledged artist. He can waltz like a 
masculine seraph, and I am going out rowing with him to-morrow, 
if you will come with me.” 

“ I certainly shall,” said Mrs. McRae. She was still smiling 
— and she smiled broadly long after she had bidden Renie good- 
night. She was wondering what the young man thought of her 
audacious protegee. 

No matter what he thought,, he presented a very nice appear- 
ance the next morning in his white flannels, as he waited for the 
two ladies on the hotel porch. He felt quite some elation in 
having succeeded in winning the young girl’s promise to go out 
with him, having heard a little about her exclusiveness over-night. 
Julian Sherwood was a big, well-built, likable chap — an ordinary 
young fellow, with none too much brain power, and a keen desire 
to enjoy life in a pleasant, indolent sort of way. He felt he had 
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earned enjoyment for a few years, having exerted himself a little 
to win his degree this past year. Renie Desmond was showing him 
how very pleasant an indolent life could be with a bright and 
charming companion. Not that he was in love with her, nor likely 
to be, he told himself — but she was decidedly out of the ordinary 
in so far as he was a judge of girls. 

So he greeted her this morning as she did him — with a bright 
face and light heart. Mrs. McRae felt the smile of the night before 
twitching at her lips as she watched them. The world was surely 
a pleasant place to live in when two such charming, happy, care- 
free people as these lived in it ! If only they could remain so ! 

She took her place in the bow of the boat, so that she could 
watch them both. She averred she could hear so much better when 
she saw their expressions. Julian Sherwood laughed. 

“ I hope the back of my head is expressive, then,” he said. He 
was delighted at getting the chance to face Renie. 

“ I shall watch Renie,” said Mrs. McRae. 

“ Are you such a true reflection of other people’s expressions? ” 
asked Julian Sherwood. 

“ I shall try to be — on the present pleasant occasion,” said 
Renie. “ For Mrs. McRae’s sake. Now where shall we go? You 
are not acquainted with the river, are you ? ” 

“ I know it — perhaps not very well, but I am a pretty strong 
oar,” he said, modestly. “ You tell me where you want me to take 
you. I shall hear but to obey.” 

u Well, then, row straight across to the other shore, then hug 
it down for about a quarter of a mile — yes, about a quarter of a 
mile. They say there is a little cove in there which is delightful. 
To-day we shall explore it together. Are you agreeable, Mrs. 
McRae?” 
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“ Just as you please, Benie,” said her friend. 

Benie watched the white-flanneled young man admiringly 
as he sent the boat out into the stream with strong and steady 
strokes. She did not speak for quite a while — nor did Mrs. 
McRae. It seemed so perfect a moment that she would wish to 
keep it forever. The dancing water, the green line of shore 
for which they were bound, the sky above them, the beautiful air 
— and the two before her, beautiful also, in health and strength 
and fairness. 

“ You are certainly an excellent stroke,” said Benie, after 
a while. “ Do they teach that at the — university? ” 

“ Yes — as well as — dancing.” He paused between the words 
almost imperceptibly. Benie raised her eyebrows. 

“ Oh?” she questioned. “ This looks more finished than — 
than the other.” 

“ Won’t you own up ? ” he asked. “ Were you just < making 
believe/ as the children say, last night? ” 

“At least,” she retorted, dipping her hands in the cool water, 
“ you cannot say that I did not do admirably well before the last 
dance.” 

“ That was it ! I imagine you were fooling with me the first 
two.” 

“ Perhaps — I was,” said Benie, solemnly. Mrs. McRae laughed. 

“ You see,” said Benie, “ you looked so nice and scholarly, so 
self-composed and altogether solemn, that I couldn’t resist the 
temptation.” 

“ I rather liked it,” said Julian Sherwood. 

“ That’s queer,” said Benie, with the air of one making a great 
discovery. “ So did I.” 

And then, feeling perhaps that she had done sufficient damage 



Digitized by ^.ooQle 




66 



WE AT RENTE SAW . 



for one day, and on such short acquaintance, Benie relapsed once 
more into silence. 

They reached the other shore — which they found to be beauti- 
fully wooded, with a clear white sandy beach, and then Julian 
Sherwood proceeded to “ hug it,” as Benie had graphically bidden 
him, looking for the cove. Suddenly Mrs. McBae, sitting half-way 
in the bow, uttered an exclamation. 

“ There’s a queer object,” she said. “ What in the world can 
it be ? It looks like a log — ” 

Julian Sherwood turned his head in the direction in which she 
pointed. Benie, also, bent forward, gazing at the shore. Her eyes 
took in an object that had floated in to land — and what she saw 
was indelibly impressed upon her memory. In a moment, how- 
ever, with an air of indifference, she called to Mrs. McBae. 

“ Don’t you think that would be a pretty place for a summer 
residence? ” she asked, pointing back to the upper part of the little 
island. “ Don’t bother about old logs covered with seaweed — see 
here. Isn’t that a pretty hill right up there ? Think of it crowned 
with an old-fashioned dark gray stone house. Oh, my slipper ! ” 
She bent over to tie it. 

“ Bow back ! ” she said, in a whisper. “ Quickly, quickly. If 
she sees that, it will kill her. Oh, please row back.” 

He needed no second bidding. He, too, had seen that which 
dimness of vision prevented Mrs. McRae from making out clearly. 
He sent the boat around with a whirl, and bent to the oars this 
time as if he meant it. 

“Good gracious ! ” said Mrs. McRae. “ Where are you going? I 
thought you meant to look for that cove, Benie.” 

“ Oh, it’s too warm,” said Benie. She had turned her face 
away. “ I’d rather go back now — I feel as if the sun — ” 
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Her lips were* trembling. Mrs. McEae looked at her with 
sudden anxiety. 

" What is the matter, child ? ” she said, in alarm. * Eenie, 
look at me — why, yon are as pale — ” 

" Don't mind me,” said Renie. "Just a little bit faint, I 
think. It is the sun — don't you think it is the sun, Mr. Sher- 
wood? ” 

" It must be,” he said — then added, fervently : " I wish I 
had not asked you this morning, Miss Sherewode. It seems 
like an inauspicious omen.” 

" Oh, no,” said Renie. " Such things will happen.” Her 
whole figure was shaking. 

" You've been out on hotter days than this,” said Mrs. McRae, 
in a troubled voice. "And it came so suddenly, too, dear? Are 
you sure you weren't ill before you left the house? ” 

" I'm not sure,” said Renie, bravely. " Mr. Sherwood will 
think I am a very delicate young lady — but, indeed, I'm not. I 
shall go out some other time — perhaps this afternoon, if I am 
better.” 

" Thank you,” he said, in a grave voice. He thought she was 
a very brave little girl, indeed. He reached the landing-place in 
an incredibly short space of time. Mrs. McRae caught Renie's 
hand as he helped her from the boat, and discovered, as well as 
he, that her fingers were cold as ice. 

" Oh, my dear Renie ! ” she said, much perturbed. 

"I am ever so much better,” she said, reassuringly. " I am, 
really. Don't bother now. Please, dear Mrs. McRae, don’t bother, 
or I shall feel like the silly little girl I am.” 

She turned to Julian Sherwood. 

" Are you coming in? ” she asked. 
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“ No,” he said. “ I have a fancy for a longer row. I shall go 
out again.” 

Renie’s lips twitched. 

“ I — I suppose yon must,” she faltered. She turned to follow 
Mrs. McEae, who stood looking around at them in puzzled fashion. 
“ Thank you — for — for being so prompt,” she said. “ I knew 
what it would have meant — if — ” 

“ We’ll talk of that later,” he said. He waved his hand to the 
elder woman. “ Good-by, for a little while.” 

“ Good-by,” she said. Then she looked at Benie’s white face. 
“ You seem like one who has had a great shock,” she said. 
“ There isn’t really anything the matter, Renie, dear? ” 

“ No,” said Eenie. “ Believe me. I would tell you — who else 
is there to care for me here — to care whether I feel ill or well, 
save you ? ” 

She spoke affectionately. The sense of relief that came over 
her when they reached land had been almost overwhelming. 

Mrs. McEae smiled sorrowfully. 

"Iam glad to hear you say that, Eenie,” she said. “ I had 
thought you did not care — very much — if at all.” 
u For you? ” asked Renie. 

“ For me,” said Mrs. McEae. 

The girl hesitated. 

“ Shall I tell you the truth ? ” she asked, in a troubled voice. 
11 1 suddenly discovered — out there — that I did care for you. I 
had not found it out before. And it came as a great surprise 
to me.” 

“ Thank you, Eenie,” said Margaret McEae. “ Thank you, 
dear.” 
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When Mrs. McEae came down to dinner that evening, she 
found that there was a strong wave of excitement in the air. Some 
of the hotel guests, out rowing that morning, had found the body 
of a beautiful woman. It had been in the water but a few hours, 
presumably, and, worse than all, there was evidence of foul play, 
as her hands had been tied behind her, there was a big bruise on 
her left temple, and the print of fingers about her throat. All 
this Mrs. McEae heard without asking for particulars. She knew 
her own morbid sensitiveness in regard to anything bordering on 
the ghastly — therefore she avoided all such topics. An extremely 
nervous woman, and her illness the outcome of a severe nervous 
shock, as she had told Eenie, the slightest happening or excitement 
of this sort was enough to render her ill for days. 

Eenie was not surprised to notice, then, that she was much 
agitated at the dinner-hour, imagining that she had connected 
their row with the unfortunate creature whose body was lying in 
one of the outhouses down at the shore, preparatory to an investi- 
gation. She tried to be as light-hearted and amusing as possible, 
but Mrs. McEae refused to respond to her overtures. 

"Iam very much annoyed, Eenie, 1 ” she said, at last. "And I 
can’t tell what to do. I have received a letter which has greatly 
upset me.” 

" Oh ! ” said Eenie. " When? 99 

" Just before dinner — the mail came as I got downstairs.” 
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She hesitated. "It is from — from my stepson — from Walter 
McRae.” 

“ Your stepson? ” Renie opened her eyes in surprise. “ Your 
— stepson ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Mrs. McRae, in an irritated voice. "And he is 
coming here — here, of all places. Renie, you do not know what an 
ordeal — ” 

She drew her silk shawl closer about her figure. 

“ You told me I was disappointed — and afraid,” she said, with 
a mournful smile. “ Well, I am. Fm afraid now, Renie — I am 
frightened now.” 

Renie looked at her in amazement — then she took her arm, 
giving it an affectionate squeeze. 

“ Why — why do you worry yourself so ? ” she asked. “ What- 
ever ordeal it may be it is easily avoided. Let us go away from 
the place at once.” 

“ You would come? ” 

“ Immediately,” said Renie, in an indifferent tone. “ You 
are the only attraction.” 

“ You're a rogue,” said Mrs. McRae, but her eyes lit up with 
pleasure. “ Nevertheless, I can not take advantage of the offer. 
I must stay, Renie.” 

They were walking up and down the porch in the gathering 
dusk. The sun had set, but there was still a beautiful, soft light, 
and the waters glittered like yellow gold. Renie pointed to them, 
as they stood in silence drinking in the utter beauty and peace of 
sky and sea and distant shore. Then the girl, remembering that 
morning, shivered — and laughed, then, to hide the shiver. 

“ Why must you stay, if you would rather not? ” she asked. 
“ Do not answer me unless you care to, dear Mrs. McRae. All this 
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is lovely — but there are just as lovely spots somewhere else — if we 
care to look for them.” 

“ My dear Renie,” said Mrs. McRae, in a low voice, “ I am a 
very lonely woman. Long ago— it seems so long ago now, I was 
a very happy woman. When I married Jordan McRae I thought 
that life held nothing further worth while to me.” She smiled 
bitterly. “ Well, it hasn’t. He had been married before and had 
one child, a son ; my husband was well-known, popular, especially 
among the women of our set, and many wondered why he married 
me. How old do you think I am, Renie ? ” 

Renie looked at her reflectively. 

“ I had thought you to be about thirty-eight years old,” she 
said. 

“■I am twenty-seven,” said Mrs. McRae. 

“ Oh,” said Renie, in astonishment. 

“ Yes, dear ; I was nineteen when I married. I was only a 
girl — too young for such a man as Jordan McRae, nearly twenty- 
five years my senior. I loved him dearly. But he soon got tired 
of me. Yet he was indifferently kind for about five years — until 
the chains grew irksome. He saw some one that he liked better 
then. I am not of your religion, Renie, but I have strict notions 
regarding the marriage bond, and that my husband could be untrue 
to me was beyond my comprehension. He left me one day, kissed 
me affectionately — and I never saw him alive — after that.” 

Renie did not speak; she simply pressed the nervous fingers 
she held. 

“ I do not know if he had made up his mind to go off with 
some one else,” said Mrs. McRae. “ That he had all his prepara- 
tions made, we discovered afterward. He met some woman and 
quarreled with her. He was found shot through the heart in the 
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early hours o f the next morning and carried home to me. But, 
Benie,” and she began to quiver now, “ the worst you are still to 
hear. He had been shot with a little pearl-handled toy that he 
had bought for me a year before — a thing I very seldom used, 
even practicing at a target, and which I had not seen for months. 
It was found lying near him.” 

Still Renie did not speak — but this time she slipped her arm 
about her. 

“ What dreadful creature first associated my name with the 
affair I have never found out,” said Mrs. McRae. u Yet for a 
time I was under suspicion. They said I had followed my husband, 
and in a fit of jealousy murdered him. I, who was too much of a 
simpleton to know that there was any cause for jealousy I I was 
ill — oh, so long. When I was able to get about again I was the 
wreck you see me. I shall never be better — never until I die.” 

“ But you were proven innocent,” said Renie. 

“ I suppose I could call it that,” said Mrs. McRae. “ The 
suspicion died a natural death, save in one person's heart Walter 
McRae believes that I had some knowledge — some guilty knowl- 
edge — of his father's death.” 

“ That is impossible,” said Renie. “ How could any man 
thinlr — 99 

“ I do not know,” said Mrs. McRae, wearily. “ I only feel that 
he is searching me through and through with his keen eyes; that 
he is always on the alert; that he is suspicious of me. For that 
reason I dare not avoid him — I would not run away from him. I 
must bear his presence until he gives up hounding me.” 

Her breath came quickly now, and her whole figure was 
trembling with emotion. 

“ You are not friendless,” said Renie, in a low tone. “ Why 



Digitized by ^.ooQle 




WALTER MoRAE. 



73 



do you not ask him outright? Why do you not settle the matter at 
once? Let him understand that you know just how he feels, and 
that you snap your fingers at him.” 

Margaret McRae shuddered. 

“ I could not do that,” she said. “ You do not understand 
the ways of men, Renie. I must be pleasant and gentle and laugh 
and talk — until he goes away again. And you won’t be nice to 
him, will you, Renie? You can be so attractive when you choose.” 

Renie lifted her shoulders with her characteristic motion. 

“ I won’t be attractive — if I can help it — for indeed I do not 
know when that happens. It must be when I make fun of people,” 
she added, thoughtfully. “ That is the only time you ever accuse 
me of being so.” 

“ He will come here the day after to-morrow,” said Margaret 
McRae. “And if you — ” 

“ How much longer do you intend to look so absorbed in each 
other? ” questioned a discontented voice at Renie’s elbow. “ I’ve 
been trying to catch your eye this last ten minutes. Now I feel 
that I must speak.” 

“And I have a letter to write,” said Mrs. McRae. “ So I 
shall trust Renie to you for a little while. I shall not be long.” 

“ Do not,” said Renie, affectionately. She turned to Julian 
Sherwood and held out her hand. 

“ You are just splendid,” she said, as soon as Mrs. McRae was 
out of hearing. “And I thank you from the bottom of my heart.” 

“ You are very brave,” he rejoined. “ You have the makings 
of a soldier in you.” 

“ It was you who found her — afterward ? ” Renie’s lips began 
to tremble again. 

“ Yes,” he made answer. “ Poor soul. A beautiful girl. Miss 
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Benie — very beautiful.” He hesitated a moment. “ I also did 
something for which I could be imprisoned, I think.” 

“ Good gracious ! ” said Benie. “ What — ” 

“ Well, you told me how nervous she — Mrs. McBae — was.” 
Benie nodded. “And I had heard all about her — before, although 
she has no suspicion of it. I know her stepson, Walter.” 

“ You do? ” asked Benie. “And you — like him, perhaps? ” 
“ Very much,” said Julian Sherwood. “ I met him while 
abroad — and we became close friends. He loves her dearly. He 
told me that she has been shabbily treated, and that he likes to 
make it up to her whenever he gets the chance. He speaks in 
terms of the highest regard for her.” 

Benie looked puzzled. 

“ Are you sure,” she asked, “ are you sure it is her stepson? ” 
“ He is my best friend — and I feel honored by the friendship,” 
said Julian Sherwood, simply. “ But to come back. There was 
a locket around the dead woman’s neck — and when I opened it I 
found Walter McBae’s picture in it. I was shocked, I can tell 
you,” he went on. “ I took it immediately — for Walter’s sake, as 
well as his stepmother’s, and shall ask him to clear up the mystery. 
Perhaps he knew the poor creature. He will probably be here in a 
few days — he wrote me he would come while I was here — ” 

“ The day after to-morrow,” said Benie. “ He is coming 
then.” She looked rather confused. What sort of muddle was this ? 

“ I kept the locket because I feared it would create talk. The 
initial ‘ M ’ is stamped into the case, and besides that, I believe 
McBae himself is pretty well known about here. I shall give it to 
him, and let him do as he likes with it.” 

“ He probably can explain it,” said Benie, thoughtfully. “ But 
if he can not? ” 
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Julian Sherwood smiled incredulously. 

“ Walter can explain it,” he said. “ Does Mrs. McRae know — 
what we avoided this morning? ” 

“ No,” said Renie. “ She has heard that a body was found, but 
she never listens to anything like that, and she has not begun to 
associate our interrupted row with it. She can not see very 
distinctly — and she has no suspicion.” 

“ She will probably never know it,” said Sherwood. He was 
delighted at the confidential mood into which he had been able to 
entice the girl. He had not yet seen the “ icy reserve ” which he 
had been told to beware of. In fact, Renie was not thinking of the 
young man at all. He was merely incidental. She was engaged 
at that moment in trying to solve the puzzle of his description of 
Walter McRae. Such a seeming contradiction to that of her 
friend’s. And Julian Sherwood, with the egotism of a self-satisfied 
and easy-going young man, took great pleasure in the thought 
that this altogether charming young lady was not altogether averse 
to his society. 

* * * * * 

Two days later Renie Desmond was seated beside Margaret 
McRae, driving to the station to welcome Margaret McRae’s 
stepson. 

Julian Sherwood, on the plea of old friendship, was permitted 
to accompany them. Mrs. McRae, in the nervous flutter that 
always preceded any happening that she anticipated, talked 'and 
laughed with an altogether unnatural gayety. Renie was just as 
unnaturally silent. She had accepted the invitation, acknowledg- 
ing a certain curiosity to herself as she did so. She was anxious 
to meet Walter McRae, to judge of things as she saw them, and 
not as they were presented to her. What sort of a man he might be 
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in appearance, she did not conjecture — that she was not even 
thinking oi. 

She sat in the carriage while Julian helped Mrs. McRae alight, 
and gave her his arm as she walked along the station. Renie 
watched him with approval — he was certainly very deferent and 
courteous, and for the first, time since she had met him, she 
looked at him, seeing him. Then, as she gazed, she realized 
quickly that some one was looking at her. Her glance strayed 
beyond the two figures to another, evidently waiting. His eyes 
were on her face — grave, honest eyes. 

Renie felt the color mounting to her forehead. Her startled 
sight took in his appearance quickly. Not too tall, well-built, 
strong; clean-shaven, brown-haired; features clean-cut and pow- 
erful; strength the keynote of the face. 

And even as she looked at him, he raised his hat, and held out 
his hand in greeting to her friend Margaret, and, bending, kissed 
her cheek. He hailed Julian Sherwood with a smile. Then he 
turned back with them to the carriage, and Renie Desmond knew 
that she was being introduced to him. A silent, quiet Renie indeed 
was she on the way home — conscious of a regret that she had 
come, and a desire to be let alone. Mrs. McRae, feeling that she 
was restrained in the presence of a stranger, tried to make up for 
her unwonted reserve by chattering on every topic that came into 
her head. She did not seem to observe that every time Renie raised 
her eyes she had to turn them aside; that her stepson could not 
keep his gaze away. 

Julian Sherwood noticed it with much vexation. He could not 
understand Walter, who had never looked at a woman twice in 
his life, he imagined, the opposite sex having no attractions for 
him. Nor had he seen enough of Renie to know that she no more 
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minded being stared at than a flower minds the dew. That to her, 
the admiration of men came, not, indeed, as a right, but a thing to 
be ignored. She did ignore it — not counting very much on the 
attractions her beauty gave her. She was glad people liked her 
prettiness, but her ambition lay beyond this time of admiration. 
She took it while she lived the life *to which it was a necessity. 
Afterward, when she settled down to usefulness, her beauty and the 
admiration it excited could go the way of all ephemeral things. 

In her prosaic, workaday way and plannings, Eenie was a 
philosopher. 

She exulted in the freedom she was knowing; she was tasting 
it to its full; she was doing as she pleased, and enjoying every 
moment of it; studying the people she met on the way of this short 
year. Next year they would not know her. She would be nothing 
to them — and they would be nothing to her. 

But now, encountering Walter McRae’s earnest gaze, Renie 
Desmond felt that here was a face she would not forget — when the 
year was past. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

A DECLARATION. 

“ And you can't explain it, Walter? ” 

“ No, Julian, I can not. Nor do I recognize the poor creature. 
I am utterly at a loss to discover where she may have gotten the 
picture or this locket." 

“ Would Mrs. — would your stepmother know? " 

Walter McRae hesitated. 

“ I hate to ask her," he said, frankly. “ I do, really. She is 
such a nervous, poor soul — and I am constantly afraid for her. 
The least thing excites her so." 

“ But you see, Walter," began Julian, dubiously, “ I took it 
away to avoid unnecessary talk for Mrs. McRae's sake, principally, 
knowing all that you have told me. Now I am not sure as to the 
right or wrong of it. It might help to find out who threw her 
into the water. There was foul play, you know, and it seems 
rather queer of me to keep back a clue like this. I felt sure you 
would recognize her." 

Walter shook his head. 

“ I do not, Julian. And I am very sorry you yielded to the 
impulse of taking it. If you bring it back now it will probably 
cause much useless talk." He paused. “ I can endure that, being 
so perfectly unacquainted with her — but Margaret — I can't 
understand it, Julian. What in the world can be the explanation? 
A woman whom I have never seen in all my life found dead, with 
my picture about her throat." 
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“ Unless,” said Julian, “ that it was done as a blind. It may 
have been placed there with intent.” 

“ I have only one enemy who could be malignant or foolish 
enough to do a thing like that,” said Walter, slowly. “ But I 
have not seen him recently. And where could he get my photo- 
graph? Never, to my knowledge, have I had one taken that size. 
Yet it is myself, isn’t it, Julian ? That is as sure as you’re looking 
at me.” 

Julian dropped the little locket with its fine gold chain into 
his hand. 

u You keep it,” he said. “ Perhaps Davis will show up, 
anxious to trace results, if he did it. He’s somewhere in New 
York State, isn’t he, Walter ? ” 

“ I believe he is,” said Walter. “ He will surely manage to 
cross my path here. By Jove, I wish I could catch him at some 
of his funny tricks, and I’d soon settle him. Do you know what 
I’ll do ? ” He drew his breath sharply through his teeth. “ I’ll 
put a detective on this case now, give him the locket and an idea 
of Davis’ whereabouts, and let him do the rest.” 

“ Davis is a foxy fellow, Walter,” said Julian. “ You must 
be careful.” 

“ I’ll let you do all the arranging, if you will, Julian. And 
if you can manage an interview with the detective for me, do it as 
secretly as possible. I’d like to know why Davis haunts me like 
that — you would imagine that I had done him some grievous 
injury.” 

“ Instead of merely giving him a handsome, up-to-date, and 
well-deserved thrashing.” 

“ It was well-deserved,” said Walter. “ Say, he was certainly 
a scoundrel.” 
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“A fine type,” said Julian. He looked away carelessly. “ What 
do you think of Miss Desmond Sherewode ? ” 

“ Miss Desmond Sherewode ? ” Walter McRae, too, suddenly 
assumed an air of carelessness. “ Oh, she’s a pretty little thing.” 
“A — pretty — little — thing ! ” echoed Julian Sherwood. “ We’re 
friends, then, Walter? ” 

“ We are, indeed,” said Walter, warmly. 

“ Even if it turns out that the pretty — little — thing — ” 

“ If you are in love with her,” said Walter McRae, deliberately, 
“ I shall leave the place to-night.” 

“ In love with her? ” said Julian Sherwood, slowly. “ I — can’t 
say I’m that, Walter. But I like her very much. She is 
bright and quaint and pretty, and she has nerve, too, as you can 
imagine from what I have told you. But as to being in love with 
her, I can not say.” 

Walter McRae laughed. 

“ Nor I, Julian. I think our friendship can outlast the 
attraction ? ” 

Julian Sherwood held out his hand. 

“ I should hope so, Walter,” he said, warmly. “ What comes 
or goes, we are friends. It will take more than a girl to come 
between us.” 

And yet, for men whose feelings were so little concerned, 
Walter McRae and Julian Sherwood tried to see a great deal more 
of Renie Desmond than she was willing that they should. She 
remembered her promise to Margaret McRae, and the result was 
that Walter came in for a coldness of treatment which he did not 
deserve and little relished. Renie did not know how to evade a 
question — she had not learned. Something in Walter McRae’s 
face and earnest gaze had disturbed her calm self-sufficiency. That 
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she was self-sufficient, no one who has read of her thus far can 
doubt. 

And yet her position was not an easy one for the next few 
weeks. Margaret McRae’s nervousness made her highly irritable; 
she was constantly worrying and fretting over her stepson’s 
opinions and thoughts concerning her. One night before dinner, 
Renie, going to her room, was surprised to find her pacing the 
floor in a very agony. 

“ Oh, Renie,” she said, sobbingly, “ is this not awful — is 
this not an awful thing ? To think that I can not be left alone — 
that I must be constantly harassed and worried — ” 

“ What is it ? ” asked Renie. 

For answer Margaret held out her hand. It contained a slip 
of paper, on which was written these lines : 

“ Mbs. McRae : — 

“ It may be of interest to you to hear that your stepson, Walter, 
has had an interview with a detective from a private agency in 
New York this week.” 

That was all. Renie looked at her friend questioningly. 

“ What does it mean ? ” she asked. 

Mrs. McRae threw herself into a chair, and began tapping her 
fingers on a small table near her. 

“ It means that Walter still considers me guilty — and that he 
is doing his best to prove it.” 

“ My dear, dear Mrs. McRae,” said Renie, in a gentle voice, 
and going over to her she knelt down on the floor beside her, 
“ let us look at the matter calmly. It is so absurd, when you are 
innocent and the thing is five years old, to worry about it now. 
No matter what he may think, there is nothing to be proven.” 
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“ Renie,” said Margaret McRae, “ I have brooded over it so 
long that Tinless something is done I shall go crazy. Often, I wake 
up at night with that terrible fear — the fear of madness.” 

She clutched Renie’s shoulders in a tight grip. Renie knelt, 
thinking deeply. 

“ Look here,” she said. “ Let me talk to him. Give me that 
paper. I shall ask him what it means, ask him to be an honest 
enemy if he is an enemy at all — which I very much doubt. Let 
me take him unawares. Let me show him that we know just what 
he is, and what he is trying to do. And then we will fight him 
together, you and I. I shall not desert you until you are entirely 
clear of all blame. Is that satisfactory ? ” 

“ My dear Renie — ” 

“ If he is doing this thing in the dark, he is a coward,” said 
Renie. “And I shall tell him so. Come, now, give me your 
permission to make your battle mine.” 

“ Renie, dear, I am afraid — I do not know what will happen. 
I am afraid.” 

“And that is the worst thing to be. What is the use of getting 
yourself into such a nervous state? You will be ill; you will bring 
on an attack of sickness, and if you do that — ” Renie bent forward 
and kissed her — “ think how you will spoil all my pleasure. You 
see, I shall have to take care of you. Do let me have my way in 
this, dear friend.” 

“ Will you wait — just wait an hour or so — ” 

“ What for ? ” demanded Renie. “ Why ? ” 

She moved her hands nervously. 

“ I — I don’t know,” she said. “ I dread to have you go — and 
yet it seems so practical — it seems so easy to settle it in that way — ” 
Renie jumped to her feet. 
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“ It is settled, then. Will you come with me ? ” 

“ I dare not,” said Mrs. McRae, covering her face with her 
hands. 

Renie looked down at her with much concern in her face — then 
■■ she took up the slip of paper and left the room. The first one 
she met downstairs was Julian Sherwood. 

“ Have you seen Mr. McRae ? ” she asked. 

“ He is in the smoking-room — I have just left him.” 

“ Will you ask him to come to me, please ? I shall wait 
for him here.” 

Although rather puzzled, Julian Sherwood did as she bade 
him. In a moment Walter McRae came out to her. 

“ There is nothing the matter with Margaret? ” he asked. He 
called his stepmother by her first name, for he was almost as old 
as she. 

“ No,” answered Renie. “ Only I would like to have a little 
chat with you. It is about — her.” 

“ Oh,” he said, instantly. “ Let us go outside, then. There 
will be less chance of interruption.” 

“ I met your stepmother in New York,” said Renie, after a few 
moments of silence. “ Her ill-health and her fragility appealed 
to me — I had not met any one as ill as she before, and perhaps 
the feeling that I could be of some assistance to her created a sort 
of interest at first.” T(hey were walking along the country road 
now that led inland away from the river which the big house 
overlooked. “ I would like to tell you this so that you won’t say 
that I am interfering where I have no right. I have Mrs. McRae’s 
permission to talk to you.” 

Walter stood still, looking at the girl in surprise. 

“ Yes ? ” he asked. “ But I do not understand. What can 
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you have to say that Margaret — that Mrs. McRae herself would 
not say to me ? ” 

“ Do you recognize this ? ” asked Renie, putting the strip of 
paper in his hand. “And is this true? ” 

He read it, puzzled, turned it over and over — then glanced at 
Renie with troubled eyes. 

“ Where did it come from ? ” he asked. 

“ It was dropped in at Mrs. McRae’s window.” 

“ How could it affect her ? ” he asked, in wonder. “ What 
difference would it make? ” 

“ Is it true ? ” demanded Renie. 

“ Yes,” said Walter McRae. “ It is true. I did have an 
appointment with a detective this morning.” 

Renie pressed her lips together. 

“ But the matter concerns myself alone. A very unpleasant 
matter, too,” he went on, “ and one as inexplicable to myself as 
to the man who has undertaken to solve it. Why this scrawl was 
sent to Margaret, I do not know — ” 

“ Probably to warn her,” said Renie. 

“ But it is purely personal,” he said. 

“ Oh, no,” said Renie, and her voice was hard now. “ You 
will admit that she has a slight interest in it, at least. Oh, Mr. 
McRae,” she put her hand on his arm, and spoke rapidly, “ you 
look like a manly man — an honest man. I can’t plead for your 
stepmother, since I only know of her just what I have seen. I 
can’t say she was an innocent woman, for that I do not know. 
Had you been in her place, perhaps, and had the provocation she 
had, you would not be so long-suffering. Let matters in the past 
be as they may, she will atone all her life long for loving a man 
who was not worthy of her. Is it kind to pretend friendship, to 
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come under the garb of fair words and seek to entrap her ? If you 
are really trying to do the thing she believes, why not tell her so, 
as an honest man would, and not leave her to fret her heart out in 
the dread of it? ” 

Walter McRae stood looking at Renie Desmond with wide-open 
eyes. He had heard tales of her eccentricities, and of her disregard 
of people's thoughts and sentiments. Every word she said to him 
seemed to prove that this eccentricity was a mild form of insanity. 
So he kept staring at her — and Renie, looking at him, grew angry 
at the steadiness of his gaze. 

“ She is waiting for an answer,” she said, haughtily. “And 
at least you will know that she is aware of your intention toward 
her — ” 

“ Miss Sherewode,” said Walter McRae, “ I am asking myself 
if I am awake — I am at sea. Are you insane? Or is this a dream, 
from which I shall wake and start up with a laugh for its utter 
absurdity?” 

“ You do not know — ” 

u I can not understand a single word you are saying. If this 
is a joke, drop it. If it is truth, tell me what you are driving at. 
I, to hound Margaret, one of the best women God ever made ? A 
woman whose life is a living hell to-day because — because of — ” 
He hesitated, and lowered his voice. “ It hurts me to speak of 
family matters here. My father — ” 

Renie nodded. 

“ I know,” she said. “ She has told me. And she thinks that 
you have always suspected her of his murder. She thinks that you 
are trying to prove that she murdered him. That your one idea is 
vengeance on her, and that you come to see her simply with that 
intention in view — to entrap her. She lives in perfect horror of 
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it. I laugh at her — telling her how silly it is that after a thing 
like that happening five years ago — ” 

“ Miss Sherewode,” said Walter McRae, in a peculiar voice, 
“ you talk like a sensible being — sometimes ; but reason seems to 
have taken second place now. Will you tell me in plain, unequivo- 
cal terms, what you are driving at ? ” 

Much astonished, but compelled to it by his forceful manner, 
Renie related the story as Mrs. McRae had told it. And as she 
spoke, the conviction grew on her listener that she was really sane 
and sensible, and that what she told him was true in so far as she 
knew it. When she finished there was a look of great pain in his 
eyes. 

“I am sorry,” he said. “ I shall shock you now. Can you 
stand it? ” 

Renie smiled a little. 

“ I think so,” she said. 

“ You really like Mrs. McRae? ” 

“ I do, indeed. I am sorry for her. She is suffering, and she 
is a good-hearted, gentle, affectionate woman. She has been as 
tender to me as if she knew me all her life. Indeed I do like her.” 

“ Well,” said Walter McRae, deliberately, “ I can only draw 
one conclusion from the facts you have just related. Margaret is 
insane.” 

Renie stood still, and every bit of color left her face. 

“ Oh, no!” 

“ It is true. My father was not murdered. Everything hap- 
pened as she related it — he did leave her — for some one else. But 
Providence interfered. He was taken with a severe illness on the 
train, and on being removed to a hospital at the first stopping- 
place, it was diagnosed as typhoid. He was sick for two months. 
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during which Margaret’s own life was despaired of because of the 
shock his flight had caused her. He died before she recovered. 
I, myself, broke the news to her first — perhaps that is the reason 
she associates me with her idea of the affair.” 

For one time in her young life Kenie was nonplused. 

“ I do not know what to do,” she said. “ I shall not know 
what to say to her. She has emphasized this thing so to me, saying 
that she felt I was the only one to whom she could talk freely. 
She appeared perfectly rational. I think it will be as well if you 
see her first. Talk to her pleasantly — but insist on making her 
understand that you have no intention of ferreting out crime — oh, 
you will know what to say,” she said, impulsively. “ Tell me — 
many people are crazy on one subject, are they not? ” 

“ Most of us,” he said, smiling a little. “ But, seriously, I 
am much worried over Margaret. She has suffered so much.” 
He sighed. “ I wish I could make it up to her. I thought I had 
her entire trust — and you must have noticed how very much I try 
to be with her — that I never lose an opportunity — ” 

“ Yes,” said Renie, thoughtfully, “ I have noticed.” 

“ I wonder how I can inspire confidence ? ” he asked, despair- 
ingly. “ Because her poor, tired mind wanders on one topic, that 
is not to say she is not perfectly sane on others.” 

“ You will have to go away,” said Renie. u And you will have 
to keep away. That is the only remedy I can see.” 

Walter McRae stood looking at her; then his eyes kindled, and 
he shut his teeth hard. 

“ I won’t go away,” he said. “ In the first place, owing to a 
miserable circumstance which has arisen I dare not go away, for 
my own sake. It would look like — well, cowardice or guilt.” 
Renie did not reply to this. 
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“ In the second place," he said, and this time he leaned forward 
and caught her hand, “ I can not go. Not while yon — Benie — ” 

He could say no more. Benie Desmond’s heart gave a great 
bound. 

“ It was from that first moment," he went on. “ On the station 
— you remember? You knew, too, didn’t you? What was it you 
said to me — in that first glance — " 

Benie raised her eyes to his, calmly, deliberately. She looked 
at him — at the strong, manly face, earnest and tender now. And 
then she released her hand. 

“ I told you the truth — then," she said. “ You know what it 
was as well as I. I read the heart of a clean man, and I knew 
what love looked like. I am not sorry I know. I came out into 
this ‘larger life’ to learn experience.” She laughed under her 
breath. “ Let us go back." 

“ Back? ” He, too, laughed. “ Yes, when my little girl has 
promised me one thing — to marry me, because I love her and she 
loves me. Let us take/ care of Margaret together, Benie." 

But Benie’s face was hard as steel. 

“ I shall not marry you," she said. “ Let us go back." 
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CHAPTEB IX. 

SUSPICION. 

Left to herself in her own room Margaret McRae paced np 
and down the floor, from window to door and back again, her 
excitement driving her. As the minutes wore away and Renie did 
not return, she could scarcely keep herself within bounds; she 
felt a great desire to scream. The girl seemed gone an age. Sup- 
posing Walter McRae convinced her of her guilt — supposing she 
should lose the only friend she had made and cared for — 

And by and by this thought became fixed. She was wild to 
see Renie’s face, feeling that the first sight of it would tell her the 
truth. And as she hesitated, with contracted brows and twitching 
lips, a tapping at the window-pane attracted her. She glanced 
toward it, shrinking back with a low cry of fear. For there she 
caught sight* of a face pressed close against it. 

The man waited until the first shock had passed. Then he 
beckoned, signifying that he had no intention of harming her — 
that he wished to speak to her. She approached him fearfully, her 
eyes dark with excitement. She was trembling from head to foot. 
She raised the window then. 

“ What is it ? 99 she asked. She reached over and put her finger 
on the electric bell. u What do you want here? Tell me, or I shall 
ring for a servant and have you taken into custody.” 

“ Wait/’ he said. “ I wish to do you a favor. Your friend — 
that girl — I know her. She is in Walter McRae’s employ. Be 
careful of her. You can see them now, if you care to go down that 
road there. Be careful. That’s all. Just be careful.” 
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Mrs. McRae staggered back against the wall. 

“ Who are you ? ” she asked, faintly. 

“ A friend — if you will let me be one,” he answered. “And 
Walter McRae’s enemy — I have an old score to settle with him — 
and I shall pay it yet.” He scowled. “ I do not want him to 
know that I am here, until my plans are settled. Meanwhile, I 
shall watch them. Be very careful. Do not seem less friendly — 
but do not tell her any of your secrets. When I hear more I shall 
come again. 

He disappeared — nor did Mrs. McRae try to follow him. She 
stood helplessly leaning against the wall for support, then her 
hands went to her forehead. 

“ I think I shall go crazy,” she muttered, under her breath. 
“ God help me ! ” 

She tottered to a chair and sank into it. Renie in Walter’s 
employ ! Renie, whom she had trusted and grown to care for so ! 
What dreadful thing was this? And yet it must be true. How 
constrained she wafc^always in his presence — silent, speaking little, 
if at all, her eyes seldom meeting his ! Ah, yes, it must be true ! 
And so she sat, brooding, until the tired brain became steeped 
in its own suspicion. 

“ Margaret ! ” called her stepson’s voice, at the door. “ Mar- 
garet, are you in there ? ” 

But she crouched lower in the chair. She could not bear to 
see him — not until she had composed herself a little. He turned 
the knob, but the door was locked, and he went away. She knew, 
then, that he would send Renie — and that Renie’s room commu- 
nicated with hers. Renie, whom she had trusted so ! Renie, who 
had betrayed her ! Renie, whom she had waited for I Ho, no, she 
must not see her now. So, moving swiftly toward the bed, she 
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threw herself face downward on the pillows. In a few seconds 
she heard Renie enter her own room. She called to her, once or 
twice, hesitatingly — then, coming in, saw her, and imagined she 
was asleep. 

“ Poor sonl, she is tired ont, I suppose,” she said to Walter . 
McRae. “ It is better not to disturb her.” Mrs. McRae, listening 
at the door, heard the words, and her fingers clenched. 

“ But yon, Renie— do not leave me so — you have not said — ” 

“ I have said all I am going to,” was Renie’s answer. “ Please 
do not enter on this subject again. I have nothing further to say.” 
The nails sunk into Mrs. McRae’s palms. 

“ But that is foolishness,” said the young man, in a vexed tone. 

“ Yes,” said Renie, “ I know it. Utter foolishness. That is 
why I will not allow you to commit yourself to it any further.” 
There was an inarticulate sound of disgust — evidently from 
McRae, and the shutting of a door — Renie’s. Mrs. McRae went 
back to her recumbent posture. 

♦ * * * * 

And Renie went into her own room, and sitting down in one 

of the armchairs held communion with herself. She was face to 
face with reality. 

How was Renie Desmond, hated and repressed all her young 
life, to know reality? Even the religion she professed with 
exacting scrupulosity, was not a living religion to her. Things 
outside herself touched her but faintly. She did right because 
she had right impulses, and because that God who keeps watch 
over orphaned little ones had guarded her with the tender love 
He has for all His children, and especially those of His who are 
helpless. Religion, love, liking, friendship, education — all these 
things were names to her, for her soul was sleeping. And now 
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she felt that there was duty in the world — that there was serious- 
ness. To what did she owe duty? She was alone; she owed it to 
herself — she must do her duty by herself. 

And so she would. She roused up with a sigh. First, she 
would see in what manner she could benefit Mrs. McRae. Then 
she would drop quietly out of her life, go back to Jane, and 
devote herself to some good and noble work. She could find plenty 
of it to do — Renie was learning, every day, of what importance one 
enthusiastic soul can be to those around her. 

She heard some one moving in the next room. She did not 
know how long she had been sitting pondering over her future, 
with serious face and thoughtful brow. The sound of the closing 
door told her that she was too late to talk with Margaret. She 
knew that Walter would be waiting for his stepmother, and she 
was just as glad that he would see her first. He could persuade 
her more easily than she. 

So, as it was getting near the hour, she began to dress for 
dinner. 

Meanwhile, Mrs. McRae accosted her stepson, who had kept 
vigil at the entrance in hopes of meeting her, with a charming 
smile. 

“ You are just the very one I wished to see,” he said. 

“ Walter, I must tell you something that is worrying me 
greatly. Sit down here. We have time for a chat before dinner, 
and Renie is probably dressing." 

Walter McRae smiled pleasantly, and placed the wide porch 
rocker for her. 

“ I have been waiting to see you," he said. 

“ Oh ! Then you have noticed it also, perhaps." 

He looked puzzled. 
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“ Don’t yon think,” she said, dropping her voice, “ that Miss 
Sherewode is — peculiar? ” 

“ My dear Margaret ! ” 

“ I do, really, Walter — to pnt it mildly. She says the strangest 
things to me at times — and I am growing frightened. I do not 
know what to do.” 

“ But she seems a perfectly sensible girl,” said Walter. He 
was watching her keenly. He could detect no change in her 
manner; she was nervous, but that was her habitual state. He 
did not know much of insanity — but this was certainly a baffling 
case. What notion had put it into her head that Benie was 
mad — that was what she meant — unless the old fancy of insane 
people had come to her, and the friend who was dearest became 
the worst enemy? 

“ She seems to be,” said Mrs. McRae. “ Don’t you think a 
person could be crazy without letting any one know it? I don’t 
know what to make of her at times. This afternoon, for instance, 
she was very much excited. You haven’t seen her this afternoon ? ” 

“ You did not send her to me to tell me anything this „ 
afternoon? ” 

“I?” queried Mrs. McRae. "Why, Walter, is there any- 
thing I could not tell you myself? ” 

“ I thought that perhaps you might have done so,” he went on 
steadily. “ Margaret, I hate to bring up something that must be 
very painful to you — but you know that I am your best friend, 
don’t you? ” 

“ Indeed, yes,” she responded. 

“ I would rather suffer anything than that you should suflEer,” 
he went on. “ You have had to bear enough, Margaret, and I 
reverence you from the bottom of my heart. Don’t harbor sus- 



Digitized by ^.ooQle 




94 



SUSPICION. 



picions of me — don’t be unjust to me. I can’t think who has 
tried to poison your mind against me. Wait — don’t speak. I 
know that you received a line telling you that I had been inter- 
viewing a detective. That was true, Margaret — but it is a matter 
connected with Julian Sherwood, and it has happened since I 
came here. You believe me, Margaret? ” 

“ Yes,” she said. 

He sighed. There was no change in her face, and he knew how 
cunning people with a mania such as hers was could be. Later, 
when Renie came down and advanced to her, affectionately, he 
drew back to watch their greeting. Renie turned to bandy a jest 
with Julian Sherwood, and as she did so, Margaret looked at her. 
Those eyes, their expression, solved all doubts for Walter McRae. 
Frightened him, too, for the girl he had grown to love. 

There was, as usual, a dance that evening. Thanks to Julian 
Sherwood, Renie was now an excellent dancer. But Walter 
McRae’s conversation was more serious than the amusement war- 
ranted. 

“ Are you a sound sleeper? ” he asked. 

“ No,” replied Renie. “ I wake easily.” 

“ I don’t want to worry you — but be on your guard to-night.” 

“ You think—” 

“ I don’t know what to think. She seems very strange.” 

“ I have noticed it But I am not afraid — she could not 
harm me.” 

“ Insane people have fourfold strength,” he warned. 

Renie smiled. 

“ Tell me, honestly,” she said. “ Do you think I can do her 
any good ? Do you think that if I stay here and care for her that 
she will grow to hate me— or to like me more? ” 
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“ I am afraid that she distrusts you now. You have to look 
out for yourself." 

“ Very well," said Benie. While he was speaking a sudden 
resolution came to her. “ I shall leave." 

Walter McBae fell back, hurt and astonished. 

“ Leave here? " 

“ Yes — in the morning." 

“ But — you will let me come— you will tell me — " 

“ No. I am going back home. I am not used to this life — I 
don’t care for it. I have had a year of it and I am satisfied. I 
thought I could never get tired. I have seen many lovely things — a 
good many big cities and Niagara — one of the longings of my 
childish dreams. Now I shall go home." 

“ And I—" 

“ You have been — most kind." She looked up at him with 
smiling lips. “ Very kind. But to me you are merely an episode. 
Forgive me." 

“ So ! " he said. “ That was the story your eyes told me on 
the station that first day ? " 

Benie felt the color in her cheeks. But she laughed evasively. 

“ You do not know who I am, nor where I come from,” she 
said. “ Perhaps, if you knew, you would hesitate before saying 
anything further to me. You must keep within your circle." 

“ Yes — and keep you within it," he said impetuously. 

Benie shrugged her shoulders. 

“ That does not follow." 

“ You reckon without me in this thing," he said, determinedly. 
“ If you think I shall give you up merely because you choose to 
say I must, you will soon find out your error." 

“ You are an honorable man," said Benie. “ If I told you that 
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I was here posing as one of these people, and am not one of 
them — that I do not care to be one of them — that I am a nobody 
— what would you say, then ? ” 

“ I need not look at you a second time to know that there is 
no guilt attached to you,” said Walter McRae, sturdily. “ Just as 
you are — just as I have learned to know you— I love you, and 
would take you. Nor am I risking anything by doing so. No 
woman could look like you and be untrue. You are truth itself, 
Renie. Is my profession of faith strong enough? 99 

Renie’s eyes filled with tears. 

“ Nevertheless,” she said, “ I must still refuse the gift you 
proffer me. I am a Catholic — ” • 

“ And I.”* 

"Yes?” 

“ Yes. All the McRaes are Catholic.” 

“ But — your father.” 

" A good tree may bear bad fruit,” said Walter McRae. 

Renie was sorely perplexed. She did not know what to say 
now — her feet moved mechanically, her lids were downcast. They 
made the circle of the hall, and then he stopped, and led her out 
to the veranda. Mrs. McRae was seemingly wrapped in conversa- 
tion with Julian Sherwood. In reality her eyes had followed them 
unceasingly. 

“ Will you give me some definite idea,” he said, “ before we 
get off the subject, Renie ? I must know when I can have you to 
myself — not for a few minutes, surrounded by people in this 
fashion.” 

Renie drew back, startled. 

“ I have not promised to marry you,” she said. 

“ But jou will.” 
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His confident, easy manner alarmed her. If she had met 
stubborn people in her life, at least she had been able to oppose 
stubbornness with opposition. Now she felt all her resolution 
oozing away from her. 

Fortunately or unfortunately, before she pledged herself to 
any given line of conduct, Julian Sherwood advanced to her side. 

“ I think you owe me one or two dances,” he said. “And Mrs. 
McBae wants to speak to you, Walter.” 

Benie watched him go, almost with relief. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THAT NIGHT. 

She turned to Julian Sherwood. 

“ There — the dance is starting,” she said. “ Come.” Her 
eyes were shining and her face flushed. “ Let us not miss a single 
bit of it. I have a fancy to dance this last waltz with you.” 

“ Last waltz ! ” echoed Julian. “ Why, Miss Sherewode, there 
will be a dozen others.” 

“ No,” said Renie; “ not for me. This is the last I shall 
dance to-night. Come, Mr. Sherwood.” 

Her strange humor nonplused him — and the bright eyes and 
suddenly flushed cheeks stirred him strangely. She was always 
brilliant; but to-night she seemed to fairly sparkle — as if her 
face had been bathed in light. She danced, too, until the last 
strains had died into silence — an unusual thing for Renie. 

“ Let us get away from these people,” he said, suddenly. 
“ What a crush ! Get a shawl or something, and come out with 
me. I have something to say to you.” 

“ I’ll see if I can find one,” said Renie. “ Stay with Mrs. 
McRae until I come.” 

She left him, going at once to her room. But instead of a 
shawl, she hurriedly rummaged through her closet until she came 
across her long dust-cloak. This she donned, and then made her 
way carefully down the stairs, gained the porch at the back of the 
house, and scudded across the grounds that divided the hotel from 
the river road. 
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She was sure to meet people in the immediate vicinity if she 
went the regular way, but there was an unfrequented path by 
which she might come out again farther up — a path that led into 
the village. It was a walk of a mile to reach the place she sought. 
But over that Renie did not worry, being used to country roads — 
and country miles, for that matter. 

The problem had become too much for her to face alone. She 
was going to ask help. Yes, she who had decided for herself all 
her life long, was going to throw herself now on the friendly coun- 
sel and stronger mind of the village priest. 

She had made up her mind that one could depend on him. 
She had seen him come out upon the altar every Sunday since she 
had been here ; and heard him preach, too, vigorously, steadily, in 
a way that pleased the girl, who liked strong opinions and strong 
ideals. She did not shrink from his probable condemnation. She 
would tell him her story. She would ask him what she should do. 
She would let him decide for her. 

What Father Wells thought of the bareheaded young woman 
who came into his parlor, sat down at his solicitation, and looked 
at him so searchingly for a few moments before she opened her 
lips, would be hard to say. She was not ill ; she was not nervous ; 
she certainly did not look worried, or as if she were under any 
great strain of conscience. But she looked honest; her eyes were 
straightforward, and her manner candid. When she spoke he 
listened in silence. 

And she told him everything with the frankness of a child. 
Told him her whole story ; told him of her youth ; of the education 
snatched, as it were, from the lips of a woman vho had given her 
permission to use her name when or where she pleased; she told 
him of this woman’s influence in theatrical circles; of the letter 
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which she had given her, telling her that with her voice and 
appearance it would open doors otherwise hard to enter. She 
told him of her suddenly-acquired little fortune; of how she had 
spent and was spending it to realize her ambition ; of Mrs. McBae ; 
of Mrs. McRae’s stepson. And then she asked him to help her 
decide. 

He was very kind to her. Perhaps the hearing of such a 
strange story rather relieved the monotony which every country 
priests encounters at times in the life he knows. He listened, and 
when she finished he smiled at her. 

“ Tell me what you want to do ? ” he asked. “ What are your 
intentions ? ” 

Renie looked thoughtful. 

“ You are your own mistress,” said the priest. “ You have 
no one to restrain you. And you have been a very fortunate girl 
in not encountering trials that wait on the way of life for almost 
every girl. It may be that it is because you are so fearless — you 
do not seem afraid even now, facing an undecided future.” 

“ No,” said Renie. “lam afraid of nothing — and that is the 
truth. I am free. And freedom is very sweet.” She smiled in a 
naive fashion. “ I love my freedom. It is delightful to go where 
I will — act as I please. That there is no one to bid me do this or 
that. You have no idea how delightful it is, Father. But I must 
also do right. Does my relation with this lady who has been my 
friend compel me to consider her? ” 

“ Nothing but Christian charity compels that,” said Father 
Wells. “ If you can do her any good, I would stay with her. If 
she is really insane, you might, given time, be able to assist in the 
cure of her malady. But it is a risky thing to do. You have no 
affection for this young man? ” 
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“ I can not say,” said Benie. “ Certainly, I am not indifferent. 
If it is the right kind of affection only time will prove.” 

“ I would advise you to prove it, then,” said Father Wells, 
somewhat tartly. “ You’ve asked my advice. Now, you know 
that people mildly insane often become violently so. You have no 
right to endanger your life or health, since you have to render 
an account of both to your Creator. You have talents. Talent 
is good only in so far as it is put to the use God intended it. 
What is your talent doing for God ? ” 

“ Nothing,” said Benie. 

“ Then you are burying it — and you will be held accountable,” 
said Father Wells. “ One must make the best of one’s self. What 
has God given me that I may praise Him? To the flower its 
beauty and its odor; to the sea its changing color, its sublimity, 
its strength; to the sky the glory of the dawn, the loveliness of 
sunset. All these inanimate things show forth His grandeur. And 
we, the noblest of His creations, what are we doing for Him? ” 
Benie stared at him, drinking in his words. 

“ We must protect our lives ; He gives them to us to safeguard 
in a reasonable manner. Why, think you, has He put melody in 
the throat of a great singer; color in the brain of a painter ; poetry 
in the heart of a writer; skill in the hand of a sculptor? For 
nothing? For material uses? Shape yourself to God’s wishes, 
my child. That is your vocation. And only God can help you. 
And only God can show you. Your duties will come to you — if 
you meet them but half way.” 

Benie stood up. 

“ I shall go back to-morrow,” she said. "And I shall find 
Jane, and I will do what I can — just as you tell me to. Perhaps 
I have not known or chosen the right way yet. But I shall now.” 
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11 You must ask Him,” said the priest, gravely. 

“ Yes, Father.” She turned to him. “ Will you shake hands 
with me, please? It is not likely you will ever see me again.” 

He did as she asked him, very gravely, and Renie went out 
again as she had come. But there was a new purpose in her heart. 
* * * * * 

Meanwhile her absence from the hotel had been noticed and 
commented upon. It was after twelve o’clock when she returned 
— not as she had gone, for in going she had been afraid of remon- 
strance from either of the two young men who were her virtual 
shadows, or Mrs. McRae — and possibly of unwelcome company. 
Returning, she walked fearlessly up to the hotel porch, where 
Walter McRae stood, in great anxiety. His stepmother had retired 
an hour since, seemingly little disturbed by Renie’s strange dis- 
appearance. His anxiety and annoyance had been so plainly visible 
that they doubled her suspicions, and she was correspondingly 
cold to his conjectures. Julian Sherwood, top, seemed not a whit 
less disturbed. Mrs. McRae, at Walter’s earnest solicitations, 
entered Renie’s rooms, but coming out quickly, announced that 
none of the girl’s wraps were missing and that she must be about 
the house somewhere. 

Therefore, when Renie came up the steps and the light from 
the parlors flared on her face, and on her damp rings of waving 
hair, Walter McRae started forward with an ejaculation. 

“ Where have you been? ” he asked, in a savage undertone. 
“ To the village,” said Renie. “ Why? ” 
a To the village? And alone — along that road? ” 

“ Why not? ” 

“ You never went alone ? ” 

“ No— I had my thoughts for company.” 
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He ground his teeth. 

“ It is after twelve o’clock,” he said. 

“ Is it, really? Then I must hurry off to bed. Where is 
Mrs. MeBae ? ” 

“ Eetired to her room an hour ago.” 

“ You did not worry her about me, I hope ? ” 

“ No, no,” he said, impatiently. “ Eenie, what made you do 
so foolhardy a thing? ” 

Eenie shook her head. 

“ I am used to country roads and country darkness — and I am 
afraid of nothing. You know I am never afraid. How can the 
darkness hurt me ? Yet you seem angry. Do not be angry. I was 
in serious doubt what to do — and I went to consult some one who 
I knew would not be inclined either to favor me or to hurt me.” 

“ Will you not give me the right to ask you what your inten- 
tions are ? ” 

“ No,” said Eenie. “ I can not give you any right. But I 
shall tell you what I mean to do. I am going away from here to- 
morrow. When I am home I shall write to you, and tell you all 
about myself. You need not answer — but whether you answer or 
not, I will not expect to see you — ” 

“ Eenie, I refuse — ” 

“ Not for a while, anyhow. I shall tell you when. If I am 
worth while to you, I am worth waiting for. You must wait for 
me until I find out whether or not I am worth the waiting — ” 

“ Of all the enigmatical creatures — ” 

“ I understand that I must appear so,” said Eenie, calmly. 
“ But I don’t understand lovers, and perhaps I am cold-hearted. 
I can’t understand you wanting me. I can’t understand myself, 
or whether I want you or not. I’m going to find out.” 
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“ Eenie, no woman should be like that. Women are for ns to 
love and care for. Yon are looking at yonr natural birthright as 
if it were an acquirement.” 

“ I know you are a good man,” said Eenie. “ Now I must 
know how I know it. I know that I saw something in your face- 
something that appealed to me. No one else’s ever did that. You 
might as well go out there to that sea and try to carry it away 
spoonful by spoonful as to induce me to listen to you, to encourage 
you, when I do not know what I can give you in exchange. I shall 
not take anything for which I cannot make adequate return.” 

“ You are an independent, self-sufficient little woman, Eenie 
Sherewode,” he said, in a vexed tone. “ But I think I like 
it — in you.” 

“ You must,” said Eenie, gravely. She gave him her hand. 
“ I have danced with Mr. Sherwood, that is my farewell to him. 
But I would like you to shake hands with me. You have made me 
think. I shall lose nothing by knowing you. Will you say 
good-by to me ? ” 

“ Now? ” he asked, in a troubled tone. “ Eenie — can’t you 
reconsider? Think. I love you. I do love you. Is it fair not 
to permit me to teach you to care in return? And you are going 
out of my life— for all I know, forever. The pain that the thought 
gives me shows me how deeply I feel this thing.” 

“ Thank you,” said Eenie. “ You will not be sorry — if the 
feeling lasts, and if I think I can return it — no, you will not be 
sorry. It all depends upon you. Perhaps when I wish you to 
come—” 

He caught the hand he held to his lips. 

u How soon? ” he breathed. 

Eenie shook her head — she would make no definite promise, 
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and, wrenching her hand free, darted past him up the stairs. He 
stood gazing moodily after her, until Julian Sherwood came to 
him. Then, taking his arm, despite the growing lateness of the 
hour, he went out with him, and down along the sandy road. 

There was a strange fluttering at Renie’s heart as she sprang 
so hurriedly from Walter McRae’s side. His earnestness had 
appealed to her; his persistency seemed to imply that his affection 
was not transitory. Yet she felt that she was, to a certain extent, 
masquerading under false pretences here. He must see her as 
she was, as she had been, humble, and the object of pity to those 
who had known her. How she had resented the pity of those 
villagers! She could look back upon it with compassion now. 
She had not understood. And yet she knew that had she 
responded to it then, or accepted it, she would have been sorry in 
the end. She could not accept any one’s pity. Ho, nor would she 
accept Walter McRae’s when he discovered her real state. So, for 
that reason, she would keep her independence still, so that when 
the day came she could look him proudly in the face, and say : 

“ Whether you give or keep your love, it can not affect me. No 
matter how harassed my life may have been, or what I have had to 
do, my pride has always been mine, and you do not stoop in 
taking me.” 

She was thinking this when she entered her own room — very 
softly that she might not disturb Mrs. McRae. The thought of 
her brought her mind back to the present. What would she do 
when she heard that Renie was about to leave her ? For the first 
time a misgiving came to her. Margaret had depended so upon 
her — she had been so much to her — had really grown to care. 
And now — 

Renie threw her coat across the bed. After all, Mrs. McRae 
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was not a woman to care very long. A little while, maybe, and 
then she would pass out of her mind. Who was she that she should 
let the thought of her influence her future? She had learned a 
good deal of the woman's character. She was absorbed in her 
one great disappointment — in her one great fear. All other 
things were but as grass. No matter who came or went in her 
life, she could not twine the tendrils of affection about them very 
deeply. So it would not matter — no, it would not matter. 

The door that led into her room was opened suddenly, just 
then. Renie turned from the mirror, her hair' falling about her. 

“ I thought you were in bed,” she said. “ Did you hear me 
come in? ” 

Mrs. McRae stood staring at her. Her own hair was unbound 
and she was in negligee. The strange intensity of her gaze startled 
Renie. Yet she felt no fear. She went toward her. 

“ What is the matter? ” she asked. “ Do you want me? ” 

“ Yes,” said Mrs. McRae. “ I want to talk to you. What did 
Walter tell you? ” 

Renie breathed more freely. After all, she was perfectly 
rational, save on this one point. There was nothing to be per- 
turbed about. 

“ He told me that you were very foolish to worry so uselessly,” 
she said. “ Didn't he say anything about it to you? ” 

“ Yes,” said Mrs. McRae, in a nervous, peculiar voice. She 
moved a few steps nearer to the girl. “ Walter would be my 
friend— only for you. It is you who are my enemy.” 

Renie dared not take her eyes now from the other's face. She 
knew. With rapid calculation she gauged the distance between 
her and the door, and took a step backward. Margaret McRae's 
form suddenly grew rigid — she bent forward. 
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“ You — you are my enemy,” she said. “And you are crazy. 
It is you who are crazy. I must put you where you will not hurt 
any one else with your lies and your wickedness. You stole him 
from me. It was you. I was sure that I would know you — know 
you in a thousand. And I have you here — in my power at last.” 

“ I think you are talking great nonsense,” said Benie. “ Come, 
now, Mrs. McBae, you surely know me? Come back to bed— or 
come into my bed — ” 

Before she could finish, Margaret McBae dashed forward, 
and her fingers, working convulsively, were at Eenie’s throat. The 
girl, with an instinctive effort at self-protection* threw up one 
arm. The other hand, groping aimlessly along the wall for the 
bell, found it, but she had not strength to ring. She saw the dis- 
torted face above her, the froth at the lips that were drawn back 
over the teeth. She was snarling like an animal. And then the 
long fingers crushed into her throat. The lights danced about 
her, and darkness fell. 
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CHAPTEB XI. 

A TRAGEDY. 

Her first moments of returning consciousness seemed, to the 
girl, fraught with the horrors of a nightmare. Not until long 
hours afterward did Eenie Desmond realize how close she had been 
to death. The Providence that shaped her life brought Walter 
McBae back again, almost in spite of himself — for he had meant 
to talk the whole thing over with Julian Sherwood, tell him of 
his affection for Eenie, and ask him to be his friend. Careless, 
Julian Sherwood might indeed be — but staunch and true when it 
came to a matter involving or concerning those he liked. Walter 
McBae knew that he could trust him. Yet he could not go very 
far. The girl he loved was heavy upon his mind. The look in his 
stepmother’s eyes on the porch that night lingered with him still, 
balefully. 

“ I must go back,” he said, at last. “ I hope I am acting 
foolishly — but I am afraid. I think Eenie — Miss Sherewode — is 
in danger.” 

Julian, not having the key to this inexplicable remark, said 
nothing. 

“ I feel it,” continued Walter, in tones of repressed excitement. 
“ I feel it. We must return. Will you come back with me? ” 

“ I certainly will,” said Julian. “ But — ” 

“ You cannot understand,” said Walter. “ I shall tell you 
all later. At this moment I am too sure of her peril to take time 
to explain.” 
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He was walking rapidly toward the house, his friend following 
in perfect amazement. Just as rapidly he went inside. 

“ You have seen Mrs. McRae ? ” he asked one of the servants 
in the hall. He had forgotten the lateness of the hour, indeed, 
and the man stared at him. 

u It is one o’clock, sir,” he said. “ I have not seen any of the 
ladies.” 

Walter tapped at his stepmother’s door. He had not thought 
what excuse he would make if Mrs. McRae opened it. But she 
did not. Trying it, then, the young man found it open, and 
entered, pulling the reluctant Sherwood with him. And then, 
looking through into the apartment adjoining, they saw a sight 
that made their blood run cold. There was no mistaking the 
expression on the woman’s face ; her two hands were clasped about 
the girl’s throat, her teeth showed ; her lips were drawn back, and 
she was snarling. 

“ Renie ! ” shouted Walter, darting forward. Sherwood was 
not an instant behind him. It took their united strength to tear 
away those clinging hands, and she turned on both and fought 
them like a tigress. The noise soon attracted the attention of the 
other inmates of the big hotel. In a few minutes both rooms were 
filled with guests and servants. When Mrs. McRae, exhausted 
and worn out by the struggle, fell panting into a chair, with Julian 
Sherwood standing over her, Walter bent his attention to the 
recumbent form of the girl. Her face had been purple — and was 
still dusky in hue from the terrible pressure of those long, thin 
fingers. 

“ Call a doctor,” was his imperative order. The doctor was 
already there, coming into the room. For the next hour they 
worked on the unconscious girl. To quiet Mrs. McRaje the 
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physician administered morphine, which sent her to sleep immedi- 
ately, so that she was safe for the time being. 

More than once the physician shook his head over Benie. Bnt 
she was not to die. Walter McRae, who could not be prevailed 
upon to leave until positive that she would regain consciousness, 
fell on his knees and buried his face in his hands, when he first 
saw her eyes flare open. To Renie that waking moment was 
horrible. Her temples were throbbing, her lips were thick, her 
mouth parched, and it was impossible, almost, for her to move 
her head. The physician drew himself up with satisfaction. 

“ We’ll do now, I guess,” he said. 

It was a long night for every one save the cause of the excite- 
ment, and she slept on, quietly, dreamlessly. To Renie, unused 
to physical pain, it seemed endless. Gradually, she realized what 
had happened, and her resolution to get away at once was strength- 
ened a hundredfold. 

Morning found her feverish and weak ; morning, when it came, 
found Mrs. McRae with her mind a blank so far as her deed of the 
night before was concerned. She seemed perfectly rational and, 
in fact, her insane fit had passed for the nonce, leaving her the 
gentle, timid woman who had so won upon Renie’s sympathies and 
affection. No one dared to tell her the cause of the girl’s illness. 
When she came into the room and saw her lying there, weak and 
exhausted, she bent over her in genuine distress. 

“ My poor little girl, you are ill ? ” she said. “ Why did not 
some one call me? Why did you not tell me, Renie? ” 

The maid, who had drawn back at her approach, looked at 
Renie. A quick glance of comprehension passed between them. 

1 You were so fast asleep,” said Renie, in a slow/tired voice, 
“ I did not want to wake you. I am all right now.” 
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Mrs. McRae put soft, slight fingers on her forehead. A 
shudder went over the girl at the touch. 

“ There ! You have a chill ! ” said the poor woman in anxiety. 
“And your forehead is burning! You are in a high fever. Is 
there a doctor in the place ? ” she asked, turning to the maid. 

“ Yes, madam. He has already prescribed — see, here is his 
medicine.” 

Mrs. McRae looked much hurt. 

“ You had a doctor ! And no one told me ! ” The tears were 
standing in her eyes. And suddenly the drops began to flow from 
under Renie’s lids. She was so weak that she could not control 
them. The pity of it touched her heart, and, as in a flash, she 
had seen this poor soul, all the years she had to live, a dreaded 
being, watched and guarded like an animal. She knew that it 
must come to that — that, though perfectly sane at certain moments 
the wild fit would return, and then — 

Mrs. McRae wrung her hands. 

“ Don’t cry, Renie — forgive me, dear. You would have called 
me, I know. Forgive me.” She was on her knees beside the bed, 
kissing her. “ Dear little Renie, my one little friend, do not let 
me distress you.” 

“ She has been very ill,” said the maid, in a soft voice. She 
saw how this scene was trying the girl’s nerves. “ Please be 
careful.” 

“ Oh, yes ; oh, yes,” said Mrs. McRae. “ I may stay with her? ” 
she pleaded then. “Ah, do let me stay with her.” 

“ If the doctor permits it — he will be here in a half-hour and 
I shall ask him. But you must not excite her.” 

Renie lay with closed eyes after the unfortunate woman had 
left the room. The maid bent over her. 
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“ She does not remember a blessed thing,” she said. 

“ No,” whispered Kenie. “ Will you — ” she raised herself 
painfully on one elbow — “ help me to dress ? ” 

“ You can not dress, miss — you are too weak.” 

“ I must. Help me. Get me into some sort of clothes. I must 
get up.” 

Protesting a little, the girl obeyed, Renie making her take 
the precaution to close the doors that led into Mrs. McRae's apart- 
ments. She found that she was even weaker than she had antici- 
pated — but she could not stay in bed, considering all she had made 
up her mind to do. Her first act was to write a note to Walter : 

“ I have been told that you were the means of saving my life 
last night. Thank you — thank you a thousand times; not for 
that alone, but for your gentleness and kindness toward me. Mrs. 
McRae has been to see me — she is perfectly rational and much 
distressed at my apparent and unaccountable illness. Will you, 
if you care for me as you say, try to carry out one wish of mine ? 
If possible, secure for her some good, kind attendant— one who 
will help her and be tender toward her. Do not send her to an 
asylum. If I dared — if I were strong enough — I would undertake 
this task. But I know she suspects me of trying to injure her, 
and doubtless her suspicions will return. I might not be so lucky 
a second time. 

“lam going away. I had meant to be gone by this. I shall 
not say that you will hear no more of me — I can not tell. Perhaps 
when you do hear more you will not care for me. At any rate, try 
to remember me kindly.” 

She read it over; she would have liked to have used stronger 
words, but she dared not. So, signing it simply “ Renie,” she 
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sealed and addressed it, and placed it on her dressing-table. She 
found, as she moved about, that her strength returned, and she 
resolved that as soon as night fell she would escape. Sending the 
maid downstairs, she gathered what few belongings she would need 
into a small hand-bag. By that time it was well on in the after- 
noon. She would wait until the din n er-gong rang ; she was pretty 
sure, then, of being able to get away unperceived. 

As she sat at the window, staring out for the last time at the 
scene below her; watching the brilliantly-dressed people moving 
to and fro; looking over the distant sea and thinking many 
thoughts, the sound of a footstep on the narrow porch that ran 
outside her window and that of Mrs. McRae — the whole front of 
the house, in fact — fell on her ear. It was an uncommon thing 
for any one to get out here, and so Renie knew. Almost instinct- 
ively she drew back, hiding herself at the intersection where the 
side wall and front wall of the room joined. She knew curiosity 
must be rife about her, and she had no desire to be observed just 
then. She was greatly surprised to see a man steal past her 
window, and stop at Mrs. McRae’s. She bent forward. 

Almost immediately she recognized the face, for Renie’s 
memory was a long one, and the face too striking in its bold 
handsomeness to be soon forgotten. 

It was the man who had annoyed her in the train the morning 
she left Broadplains! 

What was he doing? Why was he here? What had he to do 
with Mrs. McRae ? She waited. She could hear no word ; but she 
knew that the window had been raised, and that he was talking 
with some one within. There was no one but Mrs. McRae in the 
room. Still she waited. Watched him steal back as he had come 
— but not before something had changed hands — she recognized 
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the delicate, fragile fingers as Margaret took a small white package 
from him. 

Renie, looking and straining her ears in vain, was thoroughly 
confounded. A sudden thought struck her then. She went over, 
and softly twisted the key in the lock of the door. Hardly had 
she done so, when fingers from the other side turned it. It 
resisted their effort. Once more, very softly. Then the woman 
shook it again and again with violence, and Renie could hear her 
muttering and calling — always on Walter and on herself — the two 
names intermingled. The girl was horror-stricken. How could it 
be that they, knowing her malady, could leave her alone? Could 
neglect to set a guard over her ? Who knew what harm she might 
inflict on herself and on others ? 

The idea of coming out into the hall and reaching her intended 
victim that way did not seem to strike the poor creature. After 
a while she gave up trying to force an entrance, and Renie heard 
her pacing up and down the room. Then all became quiet. When 
Renie’s maid came back she spoke to her sharply. 

“ Why was no one left with Mrs. McRae ? Where is Mr. 
Walter? ” 

“ He had to go to the station — he has sent for some doctor in 
the city — and he wanted to meet him himself; he stayed with 
her most of the day, miss. Took her out driving this morning. 
She was as gentle and reasonable — she does not know — ” 

“ Of course not,” said Renie. “ But she has been very bad; 
shook my door again and again. There has been no one near her 
in over an hour, I am sure.” 

“ Mr. McRae left some one with her — it was Susie, I think,” 
said the girl. “ Shall I ask? ” 

“ Do. Find out if Susie is in there.” The girl hesitated. 
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“ You had better not venture in alone, even though she does seem 
quiet now. Call some one.” 

The girl did so, cautioning the man not to show himself, unless 
he saw that Mrs. McRae was likely to attack her. But when she 
entered, everything was quiet, and Mrs. McRae lay upon her bed, 
apparently fast asleep, for she did not turn around to see who the 
intruder might be. As the girl stole softly out again, she met 
Susie face to face. 

“ Why did you leave her ? ” she asked. “ She has been bad 
again.” 

The girl seemed much taken back. 

“ I was called downstairs — some one wanted to see me,” she 
said. “ And when I got there I found no one had sent for me. On 
the way back I met Nellie — ” 

“ Mr. McRae won’t like it if he finds out,” said the other. 
“ She is asleep now, though, so it doesn’t matter.” 

Walter McRae, accompanied by a clever-looking gentleman, 
came into his stepmother’s room a half-hour later with a question. 

“ How is she ? ” he asked, as the maid put her finger to her lips. 

“ Asleep, sir. She has been asleep an hour and over.” 

“ It will be as well, then, if you have something to eat first, 
doctor,” said Walter. “ She falls into these deep sleeps — they last 
for hours. Then, in the evening, you can pretend that your visit 
is merely one of courtesy.” 

“ That will be much better,” said the physician. “ You will, 
in the meantime, be able to give me a few further particulars of 
her hallucination.” 

He went down to dinner with the young man. At the tables, 
of course, there was nothing talked of but the terrible occurrence 
of the night before* and Walter McRae, with the physician and 
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Julian Sherwood, were the covert scrutiny of all eyes. They bore 
it as well as they could, and after dinner went outside to smoke. 
The porch was deserted, for they had finished early, and the 
grounds had a lonely look. The physician laughed. 

“ In the midst of a crowd we find the desert,” he said. “ Strange 
— with over one hundred and fifty people in that dining-room 
there’s not a soul out here.” 

“ People can’t see much beauty in nature when they’re 
hungry,” said Walter. 

“ There is one person abroad,” went on the physician, pointing 
to a figure rapidly disappearing along the road. “At least we 
have seen one inhabitant of the wilds.” 

Walter smiled a little out of courtesy. He could not make 
conversation with this man ; the one object of his coming weighed 
him down. Would he think Margaret curable ? Would he be able 
to cure her? Supposing she had to be confined in an asylum — 

But she had been so gentle that afternoon. So worried about 
Renie’s unaccountable illness; so distressed at her inability to 
help her, with tears in her eyes when she mentioned her name. 
Oh, surely, if he and Renie took her away to some place where her 
mind might be distracted — He and Renie! Renie cared for 
her. Would she not consent now to marry him, that they might 
do what they could for the poor, afflicted soul ? 

To Walter McRae, his stepmother was a duty. He had not 
forgotten — he could not forget — that it was his father’s ill-doing 
that had unsettled the brain of the woman who had loved him so 
passionately. She had been jealous even of the son in the old days, 
he remembered ; and he also remembered how his heart had ached 
f6r her the day he told her of that father’s death. Ho inkling 
came to him that her mind was not well-balanced. Although, 
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since that, he had considered her strange at times, Benie’s story 
had been the first clear knowledge of it. 

He remembered her as she had been — a truly beautiful young 
woman, perfect in health, exuberantly happy. What was she now? 
Delicate, suffering, insane. Through his father’s fault! He 
clinched his hands. The sins of the father are visited upon the 
son ! It was written so. Had he not tried to atone ? Had he not 
tried to make up the past to her, in so far as lay in his power? 
With the result that she dreaded him, feared him, suspected him. 
With the result that his very presence had brought on the attack 
of madness that had put the life of the girl he loved in jeopardy. 

“ Some evil fortune follows me,” he said, half aloud. “ Nothing 
I seem to do or try to do turns out happily. I cause only heartache 
and suffering — to myself and to others. It is my father’s sin.” 
The physician was looking at him keenly, though he did not 
catch the muttered words. 

“ You feel this thing very much,” he said. “ Stepmothers 
are not often so highly appreciated.” 

“ I know it,” said Walter. “ But she is different. There are 
reasons that I should bend before her and let her walk on me,” he 
added bitterly. “ She is a martyr.” 

“ But you are not to blame,” said the physician. “ It is not 
right to worry over things for which we are not accountable, and 
which we can not help.” 

“ But which, with God’s assistance we can alleviate,” said the 
young man. “ I am not any too much in love with my stepmother, 
Dr. Boche. But I esteem her highly. I esteem any woman who 
suffers as she does and as she must. And now — now that this last 
blow has fallen — well, my esteem seems to merge into an unavail- 
ing regret.” 
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“ It may not be so bad,” said Dr. Koche. The feeling in the 
young man’s voice touched him. “ Let us call on her now — and 
settle matters in so far as we are able to.” 

“ As you will.” He turned on his heel and led the way, passing 
the people who were sauntering out from the big dining-room, 
speaking to no one. His contracted brow, his thoughtful face, his 
bent head, all denoted the mental strain he was enduring. 

“ She has not wakened, sir,” said Susie, “ nor even moved.” 

“ I’ll call her — she will want some dinner,” said Walter. He 
approached the recumbent figure. Margaret McBae lay on her 
right side, one arm extended, the other lying across her breast. 
Her eyes were closed. 

Speaking her name softly, her stepson bent over her. She 
did not answer him. He took her hand — it was like ice, and its 
coldness chilled him. He reeled backward, then, with an inar- 
ticulate exclamation: 

“ God I ” he cried. “ God in heaven, Margaret is dead ! ” 
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CHAPTER XII. 

A BIRD 07 PASSAGE. 

It was even so. Dr. Roche’s hurried examination told the 
truth too plainly. She had been dead for at least two hours, he 
declared. It was another unpleasant occurrence to add to the list 
of the past few weeks — ghastly happenings would become 
associated with the name of the resort. The finding of the body 
of the young girl, and the evident fact that the poor creature had 
been foully done to death; the attempted murder of one of the 
guests, and the suicide of another — surely this was enough to cast 
gloom over any place. 

And then, on top of that, came the astonishing discovery that 
Miss Desmond Sherewode was nowhere to be found. 

The wildest rumors began to circulate. It was said that the 
young girl had disposed of Mrs. McRae — and even while many 
“ pooh-poohed ” thtf idea, it began to gain currency. She had 
evidently planned her flight. Her outside dress, her coat and hat, 
and a few of her personal belongings were missing. The note she 
had left on her dresser was brought to the now almost distracted 
Walter McRae. He scarcely read it — it had no effect on him — 
this last event had been too stupefying. 

And then, suddenly, opinion seemed gradually to change. 
Renie’s name was not mentioned so often. It was known now that 
Mrs. McRae died by poison, whether self-administered or not, no 
one knew. Not yet. It was murmured, then, that Walter McRae 
knew more of the matter than he should. Some one of the guests 
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remembered hearing Mrs. McRae speak of the fear and dread she 
had for her stepson. 

* * * * * 

Meanwhile Benie Desmond carried out her plan without 
encountering even the faintest shadow of opposition, and by the 
time that Mrs. McRae’s body was found, was far on the way to her 
destination. Her plan was to reach New York City, draw what 
money remained to her of the supposed legacy left her by Maria 
Sherwood, and then, going back to Broadplains, take up her abode 
in the house which her old and only friend, Madam Sherewode, 
had left her. She had no doubt but that Jane would willingly 
accompany her thither. The words of the priest had found firm 
lodgment in her mind. She could do some things well. She 
would go to her own pastor — in her mind, matured now by the 
larger life, the life she had longed for in the world, Broadplains 
was always home — she would throw herself heart and soul into 
church work; she would gather the children of the parish and 
teach them ; she would give lessons in German and in mathematics 
and in singing to those of Broadplains and surrounding villages 
who could afford to pay for them. There were enough to support 
her, humbly, at least, in the beginning, and more would come. 
She would not ask to do great things — but just those that lay at 
hand — the little things. Yes, she thought in her own mind, and 
after a year or so, when she felt that she was good and worthy, she 
would let Walter know, she would tell him everything. Whatever 
came to her hand to do, she would do. 

And then her thoughts went back to the day she left the little 
town ; of the hour that was to come, when crowds would stand on 
the comers to see the “ great Renie Desmond ” go by. She smiled 
at that now. It would come, if she cared to have it so,, she told 
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herself with the assurance that was the main trait of her character. 
But she did not want it. Only peace and quiet and homely duties. 

And afterward — ah, that afterward! — when she was worthy, 
when she had earned the right to it, love. 

The cars drew up at a wayside station, and she learned that 
there would be a stop of fifteen minutes here. The engine was to 
take water, and a through train was to pass them. Eenie, tired of 
sitting still, wandered out on to the platform, and from there down 
on to the path, gathering the flowers that grew beside it. She 
turned to go back again, with a handful of blossoms, when she 
saw an old man coming toward her. His form was drooping, his 
gray head bent upon his chest, his whole appearance that of one 
laboring under great distress of mind. His evident suffering 
atttracted the girl first; she noticed his hands, clasping and 
unclasping as he walked. 

Her sympathetic gaze fastened upon him. He looked puzzled 
for a moment as he met it. Eenie herself fell back. 

“ Oh ! ” she exclaimed. And then, “ How queer! ” 

He continued to stare at her in that puzzled way. She advanced 
and held out her hand. 

“ You do not remember me, of course,” she said. “ But you 
once did me a great favor — how great I did not realize then.” 

“ Your face is very familiar,” he replied, and taking at the 
same time the hand she gave him, “ but I can not — ” 

“ It was a year ago. I was going to Hew York. A man on 
the train tried to annoy me, and you were kind enough to give me 
your protection — ” 

“Ah, I recollect now.” He looked at her with his sad eyes, 
smiling a little. u You have fared well since? ” 

“ Very well,” she answered. “ How is it with you? ” 
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“ Very ill/’ lie said. 

“ I am sorry,” said'Renie ; adding, with an nnwonted shyness : 
“ You do not seem a man who deserves unhappiness.” 

“ God knows,” he answered. “ I will not sadden your young 
heart by telling you of it.” 

She looked at her watch. 

“ I have ten minutes,” she said. “ You do not know how inter- 
ested I am. You were so kind ; you were so gentle, and to a perfect 
stranger ! We dropped out of each other’s lives after a few hours’ 
acquaintance — and a year later we see each other again. Is it 
not queer ? ” 

“ Very queer,” he assented. “ Very queer.” But his heart was 
not in the words. “ My dear child,” he went on, “ my dear, dear 
child — ” 

He could go no further. Sobs choked him. 

“ You are in trouble,” said Renie, gently. “ Can I help you? 
Is it not strange that I should meet you here to-day ? Take it as 
God’s will that I should help you.” 

“ Shortly after I met you I lost — my eldest girl,” he said. 
“ And now my darling, my youngest and the only one left to me, 
is dying.” 

Renie did not say a word, but her lips trembled. He saw it, 
and the tears in his eyes welled over. 

“ She has been ill a long, long time,” he said. "A baffling 
fever. There is no hope; they can do nothing. I have tried so 
many things.” 

“ A fever? ” Renie’s eyes questioned him. “Just the fever? ” 

“ Only that — nothing can check it, nothing can break it. She 
is fading away.” 

Renie put her hand within his arm. 
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“ I am going back with you,” she said, decisively. “ I want to 
see your daughter.” 

“ Of what use, dear child? No one can do her good now. It 
is too late.” 

“ I do not think so,” said Benie. “ Listen. I knew an old, old 
lady once, whose greatest hobby was the gathering of herbs; she 
had, in fact, made a study of them. She was a good friend — and 
she imparted as much knowledge as she possessed to me. Let me 
see your girl now.” 

He stood staring at her. 

“ Your train — You will — ” 

She glanced at her watch once more. 

“ My train will start in two minutes. Wait. I shall return 
and get my bag — I had completely forgotten it. And then I shall 
see if God will make me the humble instrument to do her good. 
Try me,” said Benie. 

She left him, ranting with fleet steps along the station. The 
old man did not know what to think at this strange meeting. As 
for Benie, there was no gainsaying the feeling that had come to 
her. Hers was an impulsive life ; she was swayed by every thought 
that came uppermost. She had not been trained to consider 
matters a second time Nor would she. Some feeling, some 
instinct she could not define, prompted her to take this step. 
Perhaps, she thought, this was the beginning. God wanted her 
to start her humble work here. 

The old man stood looking after her with those saddened eyes. 
The train had started — he could not see her, and when he thought 
that probably, in that brief interval, the girl had changed her mind, 
the sickening wave of disappointment that swept over him showed 
him how high his hopes had arisen with faintest hope held out. 
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And then he saw her again — she was looking at him with a 
smile on her lips as she walked toward him, a small bag in her 
hand, and allowed him to take it from her. 

“ Your friends ! ” he said, then, protestingly. “ May I not 
send them word that you are detained — a telegram — ” 

“ No,” she said. “ I have no friends.” 

“ That is the truth ? ” 

“ It is positive truth — I have no friends. I am as free as air. 
I am responsible to no one ; I have no ties, no kindred. I can do 
as I please.” 

“ It seems strange that a girl so young, and — permit me to say 
it — so tender-hearted, should have to make an assertion like that.” 

Renie shrugged her shoulders. 

“ I am glad to do what I can find to do,” said Renie. “ But I 
am not tender-hearted. Rather, I am indifferent. You see,” she 
went on, “ one must be taught tenderness when one is little, like 
everything else. No one ever bothered with me. Maybe, my heart 
will wake up sometime — ” 

She realized that she was talking in the old strain — the strain 
that she had meant to leave behind her forever with the life it 
belonged to. And just as she realized this she thought of Walter 
McRae. The words died on her lips; a flush mounted her cheeks. 

“ Well,” she said, with the frankness that was her chief 
characteristic, “ maybe my heart is awake, and I shall find it out. 
I am not sure.” 

66 You would be sure if it were so,” said the old gentleman. 
He hardly listened to her. He was vexed at himself for his 
momentary hopefulness. How was it that the girPs winsomeness 
so worked upon him that he never questioned her power to do as 
she professed? 
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“ We will go to the house first — it lies upon this road,” he 
said, “ and you shall see my girl — my Loma. If she is alive,” he 
added, with a sigh. 

“ Pray God she may be,” said Renie, quickening her steps. 
“ I only ask you to believe that I know what I am going to do. 
Madam Sherewode studied this so long — it was while pursuing 
this fad of hers that I met her. In all the village and for miles 
around there was not a single case of fever which she did not cure. 
Afterwards, she let me help her. I have known that she has 
spent night after night with poor, sick people, tending them, and 
bathing them, and curing them, too, with her herbs and simples’ 
when all else failed. One time there was a girl — quite a young 
girl — the daughter of one of the magistrates. He had often 
laughed at Madam Sherewode, and it was he who had fastened on 
her the title of ‘ The Witch/ by which all the countryside began to 
call her. Well, his daughter did take ill — a low fever was prevalent 
then. He brought in all the doctors ; they could not cure her. She 
lay at the point of death. Some one suggested sending for Madam 
Sherewode, and she came. The girl got well. And that happened 
very many times,” said Renie. 

“ But this case may be a different one altogether,” said the old 
man — there was a more hopeful ring in his voice, however. "Al- 
though, so far, drugs have proven powerless.” 

“ We will try,” said Renie, gently. 

“ I have tried everything,” he said. "All doctors; have even 
brought one from the city.” He hesitated. “ She fretted herself 
into it. Her sister left us a year ago. She ran away from us to 
marry a man — a man,” his voice trembled, “ whom none but a 
foolish girl like her would trust. God knows where she is, or what 
has become of her.” 
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He lapsed into silence ; Benie could not express her sympathy, 
but he took it for granted. 

“ It is that which has worried my Loma. I was hitter at 
first. I had told Helen that Davis was a scoundrel. She would 
not listen to me. When I discovered her flight I said some hitter, 
some cruel things. Loma, poor child, fretted day and night, and 
I was too much worn with grieving myself to notice. Then came 
the beginning of this. She has been ill very near seven months. 
Unless you can cure her, little girl, it is all over. Unless you can 
cure her,” he mused. “ How strange to think that you should 
come across my path when all looked so dark and black ! Surely, 
it is a good omen.” 

“ I shall do my very best to make it so,” said Benie. She 
did not speak again until they had entered the rambling old 
country house, and the gentleman led the way upstairs. A buxom 
woman, with a kindly red face, came out of one of the rooms. 

“ How is Loma, Mary? ” asked the father, anxiously. 

“ Not a bit of change, Mr. Vernon,” said the woman. She 
glanced at Benie, quickly. “ The young lady gave me quite a 
start. I thought — ” 

“ Would to God it were,” said Mr. Vernon, in a broken voice, 
answering her unspoken sentence. “ Would to God it were.” 

Benie stood at the bedside, looking down at the girl who, unless 
she could prevent it, would die. A thin form, emaciated to a 
painful degree; the white face, with the flush upon the cheeks; 
the blue veins prominent on the temples. Yet even as she gazed 
Benie was conscious of a resemblance to some one she had seen or 
known before. The girl’s waxen lids were closed; long lashes 
swept her cheeks. Benie put her cool fingers on the transparent 
forehead. Instantly, at the touch, the eyes flared open, staring at 
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her. Then a peaceful expression stole across the young girl’s 
face. 

u Helen ! ” she murmured, trying to raise her arms. “ My 
Helen ! 99 

“ Yes, dear,” said Kenie, humoring her. 

“ Oh ! ” she panted, “ you have been so long away. Do not go 
again— do not go again.” 

“ Never, never, while you need me,” said Benie. She dropped 
on her knees and put the other arm tenderly about the frail form. 
Then she kissed her— on the forehead and lips and eyes — as if 
she were indeed the loving sister who had left her, and who had 
returned. 

The peace of the tired face was good to see; her hot fingers 
tightened on Benie’s hand, and holding them thus, with a smile on 
her lips, she fell into a gentle sleep. Benie did not stir. With a 
warning gesture to the father she knelt until the soft breathing 
assured her that the sleep was indeed genuine. Then she disen- 
tangled her fingers, one by one, and rose. Mr. Vernon stood look- 
ing at her as she advanced to his side. They stole softly from the 
room. 

“ God bless you ! ” he murmured. “ If only for that much, God 
bless you! He will, because He has sent you.” 

“ I hope so,” said Benie, in her brief, practical manner. 
“ There is ho time to be lost. I must have the tea infused before 
sunset. She needs it. Come; I want a basket and a broad knife, 
and your assistance.” 

So they set forth, the strange pair, and they returned again 
with a basket of “ worthless weeds.” And from them Benie pre- 
pared the draught on which so much depended. Nor did Madam 
Sherewode’s recipe fail. For the first few days th^re was little 
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change noticeable, bnt at the end of the third, Mary, entering, 
found the girl asleep — she had slept a great deal since Benie’s 
coming — with soft drops of perspiration on her forehead. It was 
the sign for which all had been waiting. The woman could 
scarcely restrain herself as she crept out to her master and to the 
girl who was praying with all the fervor of her nature that God 
would be merciful. The tears streaming down the woman’s face 
were tears of joy — and for a moment the three clasped hands in 
Bilent ecstasy, Eenie’s heart thrilling in union with ^ the joy that 
filled them both — as if she, too, were allied to them by more than 
a chance sympathy. Then nothing would do but that Mr. Vernon 
must steal in to see the phenomenon himself. And after that 
Benie. But she, to the wonderment of the two watching her from 
the hall, did not immediately come out again. Instead she knelt 
and bowed her head in prayer and thanked God that He had made 
her His humble instrument. Mr. Vernon saw this action with an 
expression on his face that spoke volumes. He, too, went then to 
pour out his grateful heart to the Creator and Preserver of 
mankind. 

Altogether, though they knew the battle before them was a 
hard one, they were very grateful that night — those three. The 
girl’s life still trembled in the balance. There were months of 
weary convalescence to look forward to. But it would be con- 
valescence, thought the happy father, with tears in his eyes. 

And Loma Vernon slept that long night through; and when 
she awoke that morning, she looked about her with eyes that 
recognized the old, familiar things surrounding her. Benie was at 
her bedside — but she drew back that her first glance might rest 
upon her father’s face. She put out her hand to him, smiling 
weakly. 
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"Dear father,” she said. "My own dear father!” 

" Yon are better? ” he asked. 

" I — think so.” A wistful expression crossed her face. " Has 
Helen come? I dreamed that Helen came to see me. That she 
has been with me all the time.” 

" Helen has sent me,” said Renie, bending forward, so that 
the girl could see her. " Helen could not come. But she knew 
I would take care of you.” 

" She is well ? ” the girl asked. 

" Very well — very happy — save that she is worrying about her 
sister. You will try to get better quickly, so that you can visit 
her?” 

" Oh, that is good,” said the sick girl, with a long sigh of 
content. " That is so good to hear.” 

She turned her face away once more, and after that Renie did 
not leave her. She was all that a loving, tender sister could be, 
and more, during the weeks that followed. 

" I have often wondered what shape my lifework will take,” 
she said. " Perhaps I am to care for sick people. I think I am 
beginning to love Loma.” 

" You make me happy,” said the father. " You make me very, 
very happy.” 

" She is getting better every day,” said Renie, " Soon she 
will be able to come downstairs.” 

" And then? ” 

" And then she will be able to walk a little way — ” 

" And you will leave us ? ” 

" Not while you need me,” said Renie, quickly. " Not while 
you or she find me even necessary.” 

" I think you are an angel in disguise, my dear.” 
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“ I am glad a mistake is not punishable by law,” was her 
rejoinder. He laughed. Then continued, with some anxiety : 

“ You do intend to leave us, then? You have made up your 
mind to go away? ” 

“ Yes,” she said. u Yes. This is not my home. I am not at 
rest here. I can’t tell you why, but I know that as soon as I find 
my real home I shall know the real me.” 

“ The real you ! What a strange expression ! ” 

“ I know it is. I am but a bird of passage — but some time I 
shall discover the home nest.” She smiled. “ Don’t trouble your- 
self with unpleasant thoughts. I shall be here very much longer, 
since you are kind enough to let me stay. And when I go, I shall 
manage it so that Loma will not miss me very much.” 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

AFTER A YEAR. 

She kept her word. For one year Renie Desmond was an 
inmate of the Vernon home. Dropped to them from the skies, as 
it were, she stayed with them a brief space, and she made them 
happy. Loma Vernon had learned, long since, of the kind decep- 
tion practiced upon her as she lay so dangerously ill, and that 
Renie knew nothing of Helen or her whereabouts. Renie dis- 
couraged much dwelling on the past. At first, she let her talk just 
as she pleased, gradually weaning her away from the topic. Then, 
as she grew stronger, she resumed it — talking always in a hopeful 
strain. After a while Helen would surely return; her husband 
had been a great traveler ; who knew in what strange part of the 
world they were now? 

Renie had heard nothing of ulterior events. Not a word came 
to her from the “ larger life ” she had coveted, and which she 
had found so unsatisfying. It was to come back to her again in 
a strange way. 

“ It seems queer," said Lom'a Vernon, one bright spring day, 
as they stood together on the steps, “ that a girl like you — so very 
sweet and gentle and so pretty, should not have lovers by the 
score. I am* sure that you must have a romance. See the visitors 
we have here, and how many are attracted by you. But you never 
look at them. Why is it, Renie ? " 

Renie shrugged her shoulders. 

“ I do not care for any of them," she said. 
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“None of them — no one at all ? Haven’t yon ever met anybody 
yon cared for? ” 

“ Yes,” said Benie, “ I have met somebody. Bnt I wonld not 
love him .” 

“ Wonld not? How strange ! ” The girl fixed her large bine 
eyes on the other’s face. “ Why ? ” and then she added in a low 
tone : “ Was he not worthy ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Benie, “ he was worthy, bnt I was not. I did not 
feel that I could be — like him. He was different — earnest and 
honest. And when I thought of my own frivolity I just couldn’t 
dare to love him,” concluded the child Benie, the same child who 
had argued a certain question with Mr. Jason Sherwood two years 
before. “ Sometimes,” she went on, in a dreamy voice, “ do you 
know what happens ? I get up to my feet, thinking that he wants 
me — that if I go to the door I will meet him — Foolish, isn’t it ? ” 
she broke off. 

“ It is lovely 99 said Loma. “ Oh, when two people really care, 
it is wonderful. Helen cared, Benie — Helen did love that man. 
And I think her love will make him better if he is not good now.” 
“ Well,” said Benie, the philosopher, “ I only know that I 
don’t want to make any one good. The man I think I love is good, 
and that is the reason I do care for him. He is my superior. I 
couldn’t lift a man above me — make him my superior, and then 
honor him because he is so. No.” 

“ Would you like to see Helen and the man die married? ” 
asked Loma, with the air of imparting a great secret, or of 
conferring a favor. “ Father could not bear to have her picture 
in the house, so we had to hide or destroy them all. But one time 
Helen had her photograph taken with Alfred. And I kept it. I 
will let you see it, if you care to, Benie.” 
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" I would,” said Kenie. “ I think Helen was like you some- 
what — fair and gentle and slim like you — ” 

* Oh, no! ” said Loraa, emphatically. " Helen was beautiful.” 

" And you are, too — with the beauty of a wild rose,” thought 
Benie. She stood there while Loraa ran back into the house for 
her treasure. 

" You will see what a difference there is in us two — and then 
I will describe her to you, and you will be able to construct her for 
yourself,” said Loraa, gaily. " I don’t think Helen will ever 
change.” 

She held out the card to Benie, who took it, looking at it with 
eyes that seemed to distend suddenly. Her lips parted — her face 
went ashen white. 

"What is it?” asked Loraa, uneasily. "You — you surely 
don’t know her? ” 

" Know her?” said Benie, mechanically. "How could I 
know her? ” 

" Or him? Perhaps you know Alfred? ” 

" Is that her — her husband? ” asked Benie. But the words 
cost her something. " Why do you look at me so strangely, 
Loraa? ” 

" You are as white as death.” 

"I am? But I must be — I feel faint — a strange sensation 
for me.” 

" Shall I get you a glass of water? ” 

" No, no — it is gone. Bather, let us sit down here, and tell 
me about your sister. Or may I do some imagining? She is dark, 
instead of blonde — her hair is coal-black ? ” 

" Yes, yes,” said Loraa, in a flutter of pleasure. " Very black 
hair, and beautiful white skin, and soft gray eyes, with lashes 
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much longer than mine — even though you say mine are so long. 
Tall, too, and very graceful.” 

“ She must have been a beauty,” said Benie, under her breath. 
“ Must have been ? Why, she is. Helen will not change.” 

“ Of course not,” said Benie, abstractedly. “ Of course not” 
Late that evening Mr. Vernon came to her, with anxious 
countenance, as she sat in the parlor. 

“ Loma tells me you were faint this afternoon— and I have 
noticed myself that you were looking ill. What is the matter ? ” 
“A very great deal,” said Benie, strangely. “ Much that con- 
cerns you; much that will worry you — yes, break your heart, I am 
afraid.” 

“ Loma ! ” he looked across at the girl with trepidation. 

“ No,” she said, “ not Loma. To-day, for the first time, 
Loma showed me Helen's picture. I am with you a year and I 
have never seen it. Perhaps that was my fault — since I avoided 
mention of her always. But to-day — ” 

“ To-day? ” he asked, in a whisper. 

“ I saw Helen — and I recognized her.” 

He sat staring straight before him. 

“ I recognized her — husband, also. Who he may be, I do not 
know. I saw him twice. He was the man who— annoyed me in 
the train that day — when I first met you.” 

He bowed his head. 

“ Yes,” he said, “ 1 know it. I had forbidden him the house 
even then. We had a terrible quarrel. Helen promised me to 
relinquish him forever. We traveled in that train as strangers 
together to the city. I would not speak to him. My daughter's 
folly had made speech necessary twice. But I would not hold 
converse with a man I despised. Perhaps it was mere bravado 
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prompted him to address you, thinking you some foolish little 
schoolgirl who would permit such action on his part. He insulted 
me often and openly. And, when I returned — when I came back 
after that — Helen was gone.” 

The words choked him. 

“ No man but a blackguard could act so — no man but a black- 
guard. And my Helen, my beautiful girl — ” 

He could not go on. There was a mist before his eyes. 

“ I dare not tell you what I know — not while Loma is here. 
Mr. Vernon,” went on Renie, “ you must prepare for the very 
worst — ” She broke off, hurriedly. “ Loma, dear,” she said, 
“ will you ask Mary if she saw my light jacket anywhere about 
when she fixed my room to-day? ” 

The young girl jumped up, willingly. Renie turned to the 
father. 

“ Your Helen is out of trouble forever,” she said. “ Try to 
feel that God is wise, and does all things well—” 

“ You can not mean that she is — ” 

Renie nodded her head affirmatively. Then, reaching over, 
she took his hands in hers, holding them tightly. 

“ Try to realize it to-night,” she said. “ To-morrow I will tell 
you, in so far as I know it — how she died.” 

For the girl who she had been told was Helen Vernon was 
the beautiful unknown whose body had been found floating in the 
waters of the river, close to the shore, on that day when she and 
Julian Sherwood and Mrs. McRae had gone out rowing. The face 
had been printed indelibly on her memory — she could never 
forget it.” 

And they said that there had been the print of cruel fingers 
on her throat ! That her hands had been tied ! That there had 
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been a bruise npon her temple ! Oh, what a story was that to tell 
the father of a well-beloved chilfl ! 

* * * * * 

He came to her the next morning, and he listened, while, in 
as softened speech as she could frame, she told him of the finding 
of the body in the river, of the glimpse she had had of the face, 
and of the mystery connected with her death. Then she told him 
of the mysterious appearance of Davis, as she now knew his 
name to be, upon the balcony of the hotel. This was significant 
to her at the moment only because it showed that he was present 
in the vicinity when her body was found. 

“ I may possibly be mistaken," ended Benie. “ The resem- 
blance may be a fleeting one. My memory is very faithful, how- 
ever, and if it is really she, I think — " 

“ That we should settle it," said Mr. Vernon. He looked 
ghastly. “ I do not doubt that he grew tired of her; perhaps she 
bothered him, and he got rid of her. He was a villain — yes, 
villain enough to stoop to murder, even the murder of his wife." 
He sat with contracted brows of pain, staring straight in front of 
him, and Benie, rising, left him to his own sad thoughts, knowing 
that when he needed her he would come to her. 

And so he did, a half hour later. 

“ We must go there," he said. “ I must be sure. Will you 
come with me?" 

“ Yes," said Benie. Her heart gave a great bound. “ There " 
meant — what? Walter McBae, perhaps? But no. She would 
probably never hear from him, never see him again. 

“ We will investigate " — there was a hard look in his eyes — 
“ and although it costs me every cent I possess, I shall never 
cease until I have brought the murderer to justice." 
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“ If it is she,” said Renie. 

He sighed. 

“ God help me,” he said. “ God help me. I need no assur- 
ance. Would my daughter Helen leave me in ignorance of her 
whereabouts two whole years ? She was my own dear, affectionate 
girl, until the blight of love for a wicked man fell upon her. And 
she knew that I would gladly take her back into my heart again 
if ever she wished to come. She knew her father’s roof was always 
here to shelter her.” 

The sadness in his voice stirred Renie. She looked at him 
with moist eyes. 

“ I wish I had had a father like you,” she said. “ I, who have 
never known the love of parents — or cared — wish now that I had 
had a father like you.” 

“ You are my own dear daughter, little stranger,” he said. 
“ You won your place with me when you gave me back my Loma. 
You were sent by God to take Helen’s vacant chair. And you 
must never leave us.” 

She smiled a little — it would have been hard to read the 
meaning of that smile. 

“ We dare not tell Loma the truth,” he said. “And yet we 
can not go on a journey without giving her some excuse. May 
I leave that to you ? For, Renie, it is impossible for me to think 
of anything clearly. My brain seems in a whirl. I am anxious— 
God knows how anxious, to be up and doing — to get away — to find 
out the truth. God help me.” 

“ Come,” said Renie, tenderly. “As for Loma, I shall try to 
think as to what had best be done with her. Would not her health 
be a good excuse to take us there ? And afterward, if your fears 
are realized, I shall come home with her, and stay with her until 
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I am needed. There will be some sort of an investigation, I 
suppose.” 

“ Arrange it so,” he said. “ Whatever you think best.” 

So Loma was delighted the following day, when Eenie 
informed her that the three were going for a jaunt of a week or so 
to one of the seaside resorts. 

“ It is too early for the crowds to be there,” she said, “ and it 
will do you good.” 

Loma did not question the benefit of salt air so early in 
May — since Eenie said it was all right, it must be so. And she 
set about her packing cheerfully, singing under her breath, 
running up and down stairs on the slightest provocation, and 
behaving, in general, like a spoiled child. To her father her 
merriment seemed ghastly, yet not for worlds would he have 
checked it. 

“ No, poor girl,” he said. “ Her life will be clouded soon 
enough. Let her be happy while she may.” 

Eenie, too, felt how striking was the contrast between the 
girl's exuberance of spirits and the sorrowful journey upon which 
they were going. Our heroine no longer felt so young nor so 
careless as she had been when Maria Sherwood heaped heavy 
burden of physical labors on her shoulders. Then her spirit had 
been untamed. But now, the great sorrow that was in the world 
seemed to have opened her eyes. She had seen so much of it, she 
thought, so very much. Especially had this last year with the 
Vernons opened her eyes. Her religion had become more to her. 
She felt that it was real and practical, and that only by clinging 
to it could she hope for happiness. She must have it for a bulwark ; 
she must use it as she used her daily food — to sustain her soul. 

All this she lived. She learned, and in learning, meekly. 
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humbly, she was teaching those around her. Already had her influ- 
ence begun to tell. She never would dare think that this was so — 
she was too humble in her new-found trust and faith. It had 
been a casual thing before. Now it was becoming part of herself. 

The old carelessness, the old indifference, slipped off into the 
past. Her heart was awake ; she could feel now. Life meant more 
to her — a soberer thing. And though the old lightheartedness had 
gone, never to return, she knew that she had gained ; that she had 
exchanged it for a nobler life, a fuller, sweeter, more complete 
existence. An existence in which she felt the nearness of Christ 
and His love. 

All this she had learned in one short year, ministering to the 
wants of others. Not the wants of the Vernon household alone — 



for she went about, doing good where she found it to do, as she had 
planned for her life in Broadplains. “ I will be free,” she had 
said to the birds and flowers that morning of Mrs. Sherwood’s 
death. “ I will be free — I will taste freedom,” she had told Jason 



^herwood. And she had tasted freedom. 

She had gone where she pleased, done as she pleased, and yet 



there had been something missing. But now she had taken her 



Redeemer and His dear Mother; she had taken the Sacraments 



and our holy Church; she had bound herself to them, making 
them more completely a part of her life. She would be true to her 
own soul. Out of bondage, indeed, so far as material things were 
concerned, but fastened forever to a living faith. 

And she rejoiced thereat. 

With the reality that this had brought her, the sense of under- 
standing, a different feeling had grown in her toward Walter 
McRae. She felt that she had scarcely been capable of judging 
him in the past. She would not take the warmth of the sentiments 
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she entertained for any real expression of love. She knew that 
she would look at things differently — in a different spirit now. 
Would Walter McBae be to her as he had been in those few 
moments ere she took herself out of his life? 

She had looked upon his love for her with dazzled eyes. The 
possibilities of it awed her soul. She wanted freedom, and with 
this love standing at the threshold of her heart, how long would 
freedom last? So she escaped from it, heedless of consequences. 
The consequences might be lasting regret — for, let what would 
come or go, she loved Walter McBae. Not feverishly or passion- 
ately — but simply and steadfastly. Her affection was to the tran- 

sient affections of other women as the flickering candle-light to 
the steady glow of the sun, never extinguished, no matter how 
clouded over. 

So it was a new Benie who faced the future now; a new Benie 
who sat beside Mr. Vernon and his daughter, and cheered, with 
her gentle speech, the onward journey. A journey of anticipation 
to one happy heart, of sorrow to a saddened one, and of fate to 
the girl we know the best 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

RENIE REMEMBERS. 

Renie was going to her fate. She did not know it, bnt the 
settlement of her future awaited her at the end of this journey. 

“ You know something about the place — to which hotel shall 
we go ? ” asked Mr. Vernon. She told him. She had a fancy 
to see the places which would speak of Walter McRae's presence 
to her. She wondered what had become of Margaret. Had she 
recovered her reason? She had told Mr. Vernon and Lorna of 
the happenings of those last eventful days, and Loma was curious 
now to see the house in which they had transpired. 

“ Perhaps she will be there,” said the girl, with bated breath. 
“ I think I should like to look at her — and run away.” 

Renie laughed. 

“ Silly girl ! You'd love her. She was as nice as she could 
be ; such a sad, sad face ! And such mournful gray eyes ! Oh, no, 
Loma, you wouldn't run away. You'd stand and look at her, and 
wish you could put your arms about her, and try to make her 
happy. Sometimes — " 

She paused. They were driving along the deserted beach, on 
their way to the hotel, and she looked out across the water. The 
remembrance of that eventful day on which the three — she and 
Mrs. McRae and Julian Sherwood — had gone out upon the dancing 
river — came back to her, and she shuddered. 

“ Do you ever feel sorry for yourself ? ” asked Loma. 

Renie looked at her. 
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“ Why do yon ask that question ? ” 

“ Every time you grow sad it is always because some one else 
is suffering,” said Loraa. “ Never for yourself.” 

“ I haven’t time to be sorry — even if I had a reason,” said 
Benie. “ My life is too happy.” 

She was looking about her eagerly as she spoke. How changed 
everything seemed; changed and queer — more desolate. What a 
difference people made in a place ! She remembered it so gay, with 
many figures moving to and fro, with gayly-clad women, and men 
in flannels. And the old priest — her glance traveled wistfully 
along the road, which she could see now as they approached the 
hotel. Her one talent ! Was it a talent to give comfort to other 
people ? It seemed all that she was fit for. 

She smiled humorously. Her thoughts went back to her first 
dance with Julian Sherwood — how she, almost ignorant of the art, 
had pretended that he himself had been crudely taught. She 
remembered, this time with a pang, her midnight visit to the good 
Father and Walter McRae’s darkening face as he met her upon her 
return — the words he had spoken before she left him so hurriedly. 
It was her last remembrance of him. 

She had not seen him when she awoke from the deadly stupor into 
which Mrs. McRae had sent her. She had not seen him then or 
afterward. Ah, well! If he met her now would he see her? 
Would he "know her? She shivered a little. What a horrible 
thought that was to come — now. Now, when she knew . 

Mr. Vernon was engaging the rooms. She came forward 
quickly and stood near him. The man did not recognize her, 
although she remembered him distinctly. 

“ You have a suite on the first floor,” she said. “ I was here a 
year ago last summer, and had those rooms — myself and a friend. 
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*1 should like them again. The front rooms overlooking the river.” 
She turned to Mr. Vernon. “ You will like them, and Loma and 
I will occupy one together,” she said. “ They are the pleasantest 
rooms in the house.” 

The man looked at her strangely. 

“Are you sure you were here a year ago? ” he asked. 

“A year ago — it will be two years in August,” said Benie. 
“ Mrs. McBae and I occupied the suite. By the way, can you tell 
me if Mrs. McRae was here last year?” 

The man hesitated. 

“ That was the hard luck year — the year you came,” he said, 
with a deprecatory air. “ Business was abominable last year on 
account of it.” 

“ Is that so ? ” said Renie. “ That is too bad. But this year 
people will have forgotten.” She smiled encouragingly. “ I 
think I know what you mean.” 

She turned away then. She would find out about Mrs. McRae 
later. As the maid led the way for Mr. Vernon and Loma, Renie 
followed. 

Facing her at the foot of the stairs, with a look of utter 
astonishment on his face, stood Julian Sherwood. 

The girl paused, transfixed. Julian Sherwood, of all people ! 
The very one whom Mr. Vernon wanted to see — the very one who 
could give him the most information. She bowed to him at last, 
and advancing, held out her hand. He did not even pretend to 
take it. There was a very frigid expression upon his face. 

“ You have come back again — to renew pleasant memories? ” 
he said. His tone was so disagreeable that Renie wrinkled her 
brows, not angry, but wondering. 

“ I might ask you the same question,” she said, pleasantly 
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enough, “ if I was sure that you meant it in the way I should. I 
am very glad to see you.” 

“ Thank you,” and again he bowed. 

“ I have been out of the world altogether since,” she went on. 
She would not permit him to be so distant. His anger at her 
sudden flight must not interfere with the pursuit of Mr. Vernon's 
quest now. “ May I ask you a question that has been tormenting 
me often since?” 

“ It is a lady's privilege to ask questions.” 

But Benie was too much in earnest to reply as he expected 
her to. 

“ Have you heard from Mrs. McRae? Is she better? Has 
she ever had another attack? Where is she now? Will she come 
here this summer ? ” 

The young man tottered against the broad newel-post, and, 
with open mouth and staring eyes, faced her. 

“ Good God in heaven ! ” he said. “ What do you mean ? ” 

Some fear made Benie shrink from him. She could not under- 
stand what it was, but it frightened her. 

“ Oh, nothing has happened her ? ” she exclaimed. “ Poor 
soul — Mr. McRae did not send her to an asylum, I hope? She 
was not really — ” 

“ Mrs. McRae is dead,” said Sherwood, harshly. " Is it 
possible that you are ignorant of a story that has been the talk of 
the criminal courts this last twelve months ? Mrs. McRae is dead, 
and Walter McRae killed her.” 

Alas, for Renie ! At those brutal words her brain seemed to 
reel. She cried out, as if something had struck her, and would 
have fallen had he not caught her outstretched hand in his, 
stricken with compunction at the effect that speech had had upon 



Digitized by ^.ooQle 




BENIE REMEMBERS . 



145 



her. She had wondered if she loved Walter McRae. The fear, 
the horror, the benumbing terror of that moment stood out in all 
her future life. She never forgot it. 

“ Oh, no ! ” she moaned now. “ Oh, no ! That is not true — say 
it is not true ! He would not do a thing like that — he would not. I 
know him too well — ” 

“ Come,” said Sherwood, in a gentle voice. “ Come, Miss 
Sherewode, come. I think you are in earnest now — forgive me my 
cruel words. But it has been so hard and so trying this past long 
year. So hard on him, and on me, who am helpless, utterly 
helpless, to do him any good. The lawyers* wrangling has kept 
him from the electric chair — nothing else.” 

Renie could not speak. She put her hand to her head. 

“ Mr. Sherwood, give me a moment. I am lost. I do not know 
what you are saying. What is it? Who is it? Walter accused of 
her — death f She is dead, then? You are sure? ” 

u Come into the parlor here — this is no place for a discussion,” 
said Sherwood. “ Come.” 

She obeyed him, her apathy giving way to feverish anxiety. 

“ Where have you been that this case has never come to your 
eyes? ” he asked. “ I — and Walter, too — felt that you had read 
about it, and that you considered him guilty. And yet he was so 
assured that in spite of your seeming coldness you would come to 
him when he needed you, when friend after friend fell away, until 
only I am left — ” 

“ Don't,” said Benie, sinking her teeth into her lip. “ Don't. 
Oh ! ” she cried, bitterly. “ Is this why God permitted me to go 
away? That the man I love with all my heart might suffer a 
double pang, thinking he had bestowed his affection on a coward? 
Oh, how cruel, how cruel ! ” 
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She could think of nothing else for the moment, but wrung 
her hands together. A great light shone in Julian Sherwood’s eyes. 

“ Do you mean it? ” he asked, tempestuously. “ Do you really 
mean it — that you care for him ? He is in disgrace, remember — 
will probably never be cleared of it. And you think that you care ? ” 

“ Oh, care ! ” exclaimed Renie, in scorn. “ I love him, I tell 
you. And this— oh, please tell me ! Tell me how it has happened 
— what it means.” 

“ The day you left,” he said, “ Walter had sent for an alienist 
to New York. He came, and they had dinner together, not wish- 
ing to disturb Mrs. McRae, who was, apparently, asleep. They 
went up after dinner, and, finding her lying in the same position 
on the bed, went to wake her. She — was dead.” 

“ Dead ! ” exclaimed Renie. 

“ She had been dead an hour — perhaps more. Then it was 
discovered that you were missing. At first they thought that you 
had had something to do with it. But later — Well, when the 
autopsy was performed, it was found that she had died from 
the effects of poison. Then to trace how it was administered. 
The last person seen with her had been McRae himself, and he had 
given her a drink of water from the tumbler on the dresser. Susie, 
the maid, testified to this. What led to the inquiry was that the 
detective, carefully searching for evidence, found arsenic concealed 
in a chink of the woodwork in McRae’s room. He swore he never 
bought arsenic in. his life — but a slip of white paper, which had 
evidently contained the deadly dose, was found stuffed down in one 
of the interstices of the drain in Mrs. McRae’s washstand. When 
taken out, and compared, it was found exactly the same as those 
wrapped around the poison in her stepson’s room. The evidence 
is purely circumstantial ; the case has been carried to court after 
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court — it is in the Supreme Court now, and that ends it. Walter 
protests his innocence, but then all guilty men do the same. The 
fact that he was to profit by Mrs. McRae’s death — when first 
married her husband had made over most of his fortune to her, at 
her death to revert to Walter — this and the great fear she always 
had for him plainly show to a sceptical world that Walter McRae 
thought the time opportune to dispose of her to further his ends, 
supposing that her death would be laid at her own door.” 

Renie was speechless now. She sat with her eyes riveted upon 
his face. He spoke slowly, so that she might fully understand. 

“ Thinking that you would read of the event,” went on Sher- 
wood, “ and being convinced that his arrest would be a temporary 
affair, the poor fellow seemed almost to welcome the blow that 
would bring you back to him. He considered it a question of days 
ere he received his freedom. But — you did not come, and he is still 
in prison.” 

A long sigh escaped the girl’s lips. 

“ I must try to get it clear,” she said. “ Meanwhile — ” She 
thought, then, of Mr. Vernon. “ I can not forget others in my 
selfishness. I have been staying with the people whom you saw 
come in with me. Some days ago I was shown, by chance, a 
portrait of the eldest daughter, who disappeared from her home 
in the company of a worthless scoundrel. The moment I saw the 
picture I recognized it as that of the poor, beautiful girl whom we 
found that dreadful morning — you remember — ” 

He nodded. 

“ Her father has come to search for her — you will help him? ” 
She caught her breath. “ I did not know I was coming to such 
sorrow of my own. Please do not think me strange, now. I 
must be alone. This is — very hard.” 
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The lump in her throat choked her. He bowed — and went to 
the door, but coming back, took her hand in his, and brought it 
to his lips. 

“ Walter will not mind dying.— if you are true to him,” he 
said, huskily. “ Forgive me, that I misjudged you.” 

She shook her head, smiling — she could not speak. The smile 
was sadder than any tears could have been. Her heart was loyal 
to those surrounding her — how much more loyal to the man she 
loved. She seemed to understand the sickening anguish he endured 
when the days went on and on, and he heard nothing from her. She 
had come into his life, he had loved her, and then she had left 
him. When trials came, he had to bear them alone. 

After what seemed to be a long, long while she stood upon her 
feet, and made her way to the first story. After all, she had her 
life to face. Would he see her, she asked herself, and would he 
believe in her? Would he? In what way could she prove her 
loyalty and her devotion to him ? How could she prove that she 
really cared? To offer to marry him — yes, she could do that. 
But she was poor, while he — What would the world say to such 
a step? Merely that she wished to secure comfort, ease, riches. 
The world! Was she to care for the world, or its criticism? 

She entered the room. Lorna had already started to unpack. 
She glanced up at Renie, not noticing her changed face. 

“ So you have met a friend already ? ” she asked, in her girlish 
voice. “ How delightful ! Was it some one you knew very well. 
Renie? Earnest and honest — and all that? ” 

She laughed at her own drollery, and started to her feet with a 
merry laugh, intending to tease her friend. Instead, when she 
saw her, she gave a cry of fear. 

“ Renie ! Renie ! What ails you ? You are ill ? ” 



Digitized by ^.ooQle 




RENIE REMEMBERS . 



149 



“ No,” said Renie. “ Only — I have heard Dad news. It will 
be all right. Don’t worry.” 

She walked to the window. It was her old room. She stood 
looking out at the sea. How changed ! How frightfully changed ! 
How cold, how gray, how miserably cold and gray 1 She recalled 
the last moments spent here with horror. She seemed to feel 
the print of fingers on her throat — the poor madwoman’s fingers 
. . . the poor soul — she hoped God would be merciful. She 

remembered the note she had written to Walter McRae — ah, what 
a cold, paltry note to write to the man she loved ! Who was that 
creature who had been able to do so heartless a thing? She 
remembered . . . 

What? 

She clutched at the window-sill, her breath trying to come 
in sobs . . . 

God, what did she remember? 

The man upon the balcony — the man with the bold, handsome, 
evil countenance — yes, yes; he had gone to Mrs. McRae’s room 
... he had given her the package. She had seen it — she, she, 
herself — had seen, it . . . 

By this time every breath was a labored sob. She turned in her 
frightened horror, holding to the sill to support her body. 

“ Oh, go,” she said. “ Call your father — call him, call him.” 

He came at Lorna’s startled cry. 

“ Get Mr. Sherwood — he is downstairs,” she said. “ Get him.” 

Julian Sherwood came. Loma was at her wits’ end, wringing 
her hands, not knowing what to do. Puzzled, Sherwood came in 
and stood beside her. 

“ On the day — on which I left — here,” said Renie, “ I saw a 
man— on this balcony. His name is Davis. He gave Mrs. McRae 
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a white package — I saw it. Oh, God, I remember. Oh, thank 
God, I remember ! ” 

She pitched forward, white, senseless, into Julian Sherwood’s 
arms. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

A NEW COMPLICATION. 

Alfred Davis had been the chief witness against Walter 
McRae. He was sorry, he had informed the court suavely, that 
the accused had always been unfriendly to him. It arose from a 
mistake which occurred while both were traveling and studying 
abroad. 

The fact that he swore to was the most condemning of all that 
had been presented. The druggist, from whom it had been discov- 
ered the. arsenic had been purchased, had not been able to. say who 
bought it on the day specified ; he remembered selling it distinctly. 
It was given on a physician’s order — the physician in question 
being one who had been sojourning at the hotel in which were the 
McRaes, and who swore positively that the prescription was not in 
his writing, and that the signature had been forged. Alfred Davis 
testified that he saw Walter McRae leave the store at the hour in 
which the chemist said he had sold the poison. 

In vain Walter McRae’s lawyer sneered at the idea of any man 
intending to commit murder leaving such a trace as this behind 
him. In the face of Alfred Davis’ unshaken testimony, which he 
gave time after time without altering it a jot, the sneers of the 
lawyer fell to the ground. It seemed the one link in the chain. 

And now, when Renie recovered consciousness, and told the 
story of that mysterious visitor ; of how she had wondered at his 
appearance, and of her own subsequent flight and dismissal of this 
subject from her mind, Julian Sherwood’s heart leaped. They 
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were together in the sitting-room which made part of the snite Mr. 
Vernon had secured, and Renie related the tale to him and the 
young man. 

“Alfred Davis is Walter’s enemy — has been for years/’ said 
Julian. “I am privileged to tell you how the enmity was first 
incurred. I am sure that Walter would not object now. Davis 
attended, for a short while, the university at which McRae was a 
student. They were pretty good friends for a while. One day, 
while they were riding together, McRae’s horse threw a little girl 
walking along the country road. He was greatly shocked at the 
accident, put the child on his horse, carried her to her home, and 
leaving money to defray expenses, went back to his rooms. After 
that, being very busy — it was his last year and my second (it was ; 
there I first became acquainted with him) — he asked Davis to 
attend to the matter. Davis went, presumably once a week, and 
finally brought news that the child was dead. Walter, in great dis- 
tress, sent money — he had been sending money all the time — and 
gave Davis a good round sum for the parents. After that he con- 
sidered the event closed. 

“ Davis left shortly, and when Walter took his degree, he 
thought it would be a simple act of courtesy to visit the people 
whom he had, by sore mischance, deprived of their little daughter. 
What was his surprise, when he reached their house, to discover 
that the child was alive and well, that Davis had been there once 
or twice to make inquiries, but that no money had been given 
them. 

“ McRae saw no more of Davis until he came back to the 
States. Coming down the Drive in Hew York City one day, he 
met him face to face. He had long since made up his mind what 
to do with him if ever he came across him. He gave him, on the 
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spot, the soundest trouncing he had ever received, probably, in all 
his life. A crowd gathered, of course, and McRae was taken into 
custody — but Davis refused to make any charges. He threatened 
vengeance, however. His evidence at the trial is probably one 
way of securing it.” 

Renie looked at Mr. Vernon. His face was very haggard — his 
lips white. She pitied him from the bottom of her heart. This 
further evidence of the perfidy of the man his unfortunate girl 
had loved, but served to make the thing he dreaded more possible. 
Lorna, too, was much distressed. The similarity of names worried 
• her, although she had not yet realized that this man and her sister’s 
husband was the same. 

u “ It can’t be Helen’s Alfred,” she had said, in the beginning of 
the tale. At its close, Renie stood up. 

“ Let us leave Mr. Vernon and Mr. Sherwood together,” she 
began. “ We have much to do, if we intend to stay here a week. 
We will be back very soon,” she added, in conclusion. “ Loma is 
anxious to see what this place has to offer in the way of sights, I 
know.” 

“And we are not half unpacked,” added Loma. “ I must 
finish, Renie — while papa and Mr. Sherwood discuss what is best 
to be done. How fortunate that we came at this time,” she added, 
as they left the room together, and putting her arm affectionately 
about Renie’s waist. 

“ Very fortunate,” said Renie. “ God has been good to us.” 

Left alone, Mr. Vernon, in return, told the younger man of his 
own sorrowful mission. He described his daughter, showed Julian 
her picture, which he, too, immediately recognized, as well as that * 
of her husband. And, as if to further dispel all doubts, there had 
been the initials “ H. V. D.” found embroidered on her garments. 
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Poor Mr. Vernon could not speak, when his worst fears were thus 
verified. 

“ What shall we do with this black-hearted villain? 99 he 
groaned. “ Is death enough ? My poor little girl ! ” 

“ I think I had better do one thing now — leave for the city 
immediately, call on Walter’s counsel, and have a good man put 
on the case. In the meantime, until you hear from us, you must 
keep very quiet. , Perhaps by fixing the murder of your daughter 
upon this Davis, we can also find and be able to prove his guilt 
in the McRae case. I shall leave on the next train, and shall wire 
you at once if anything occurs— even if I hear the slightest news.” 

“ What did they do with Helen? ” asked Mr. Vernon, in a 
choked voice. 

“ After I found her,” said Julian, “ I noticed about her throat 
a fine gold chain, to which was attached a locket. On opening it I 
saw a picture of my friend Walter, and knowing what an annoy- 
ance it would mean to him — he had had enough of such, I knew, 
at the time of his father’s death — I took it away, thinking that 
probably he was acquainted with her. He was lost in amazement 
at the fact that she had a picture of him in her possession, and 
hired a detective from one of the private agencies to search into 
the affair. He suspected Davis of having something to do with it, 
at that, but Davis had not been seen anywhere about here — the 
villain kept himself very well hidden, and his presence was not 
known until after Walter’s arrest. The confusion resulting then 
put the other thing out of my mind ; the detective gave it up — his 
expenses not being forthcoming, I suppose, and I was too much 
bothered to think about it. As for what became of her body, well — ” 
he hesitated, in a confused way — “I. am not poor, and it would have 
been a pity to see so beautiful a girl buried in public ground. So 
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I — You'll find her in the cemetery attached to the church farther 
up the road, and will know her grave by the initials * H. V. D.' 
and the date of her finding carved upon her tombstone." 

Mr. Vernon could not speak. He looked at the young man's 
embarrassed face through a mist of tears. He put out his hand, 
which the other grasped, and held tightly. Sobs burst from his 
throat — and Julian Sherwood felt his own eyes grow moist with 
sympathy. At that moment there sprang up in each heart a bond 
of union that was to last between them until death. 

“ God — God bless you," said the unhappy father. He wrung 
his hand, dropped it, and turned away. Sherwood, respecting his 
grief, went to the window. Left alone, Mr. Vernon succeeded in 
recovering his composure. 

“ I shall await your telegram with impatience,” he said. 
“ Simple justice demands that this creature be brought to a stand- 
still in his career. Who knows how many other innocent people 
have been his dupes or his victims? " 

“ Yes," said Sherwood, “ but things look brighter now than 
they have done in a long time for poor McBae. You would be 
sorry for him, if you knew what he has suffered this past year — 
everything gone, good name, honor, reputation, interest — and the 
girl he cared for." 

“ You mean Eenie? " 

“ Yes." 

Mr. Vernon glanced at him. 

“ And Eenie loves him? " 

“ Yes — she says so." 

“ If she says so, it is true,” said Mr. Vernon, “ and I hope he 
is worthy of her. She is a pearl among women." 

“ He is worthy of her," said Julian Sherwood, loyally. 
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“ Worthy even of her. But now, will you &8k her if she has any 
message? Tell her I am going to him.” 

“ No,” said Renie, in response to the question which the young 
man himself put to her, “ I have no message.” She gave her hand 
to Julian Sherwood, adding simply : “ I shall bring the message. 
I am going to him, also.” 

“ When ? ” asked the young man, with a half-smile. How like 
the impulsive girl he remembered ! “ I do not want you to go 
to-day — it would spoil my plans. We must not be seen in 
company.” 

“ Then I shall go alone,” said Renie. 

“ You can not do that, either. You must not go near him until 
I have seen his lawyer.” 

“ Just to tell him — ” 

“ I know. It is a temptation to allow you to come,” said 
Julian. “ It is, really, because I know just how happy it would 
make him. But I can’t spoil this glorious chance of freedom 
for him. Be guided by me, now, Miss Sherewode. Afterward you 
will not be sorry.” 

“ I suppose — I must,” said Renie; but the disappointment in 
her face touched him. 

“ Send a message,” he said, “ if it is only a line — ” 

“ Tell him, then, that every word you say is true,” she said, 
in an undertone. 

“ And I shall say?” 

“ All that I have told you— everything.” 

“ That you love — ” 

“ That first, last, and all the time,” said Renie, while the blood 
mounted to her forehead. 

“ It is just as well you can not come,” said Sherwood, slowly. 
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“ He will need a message like that to prepare for — what will 
follow. For your visit, and for the acknowledgment of it from 
your own lips.” 

Benie did not say anything to this. As he turned away, she 
s$id: 

“ What comes after may not appeal to him. Tell him that I 
am only Benie Desmond. That, though given the right to bear 
the name of Sherewode by one who really wished me well, that is 
not my right name.” She fastened her bright eyes upon him. 
“ I was only a little country girl, anxious to be free, anxious to 
know what life is like. I came to it, finding the way made unex- 
pectedly clear by a certain gift. I am a poor girl ; I never knew 
my parents — they were, in all probability, poor and humble like 
myself. Tell him all this. Let him know me just as I am.” 

“ But you do not act — you do not seem — ” said Sherwood, in 
perplexity. 

Benie lifted her shoulders. 

“ No ? ” she said. “ That is my good fortune, then. I am not 
ashamed of myself — there is something in me that would not let 
me be, ever. Whomsoever I came from were good people; intui- 
tion tells me that. But I know nothing of them.” 

“ I thank you for your confidence,” said Julian, in a soft tone, 
u and I think that intuition may well serve you as a guide.” 

“ I, also,” acquiesced Benie, with the supreme satisfaction that 
she displayed in all her worldly affairs. “ It contents me.” 

“ When next I see you I hope to have better news,” he said. 
“ I shall pray that you may,” fehe answered. 

♦ * * * * 

Three days passed by, and no word came from Julian Sher- 
wood. At the end of that time, Mr. Vernon could no longer 
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restrain his desire to visit the grave of his beloved child. He had 
already ascertained the location of the cemetery, but to guard 
against unnecessary curiosity, he waited until dusk of the third 
day. Bearing Julian Sherwood’s warning in mind, he put on his 
light overcoat, and went out, intending to turn up the collar as 
soon as he reached the road, since the air was quite sharp enough 
to serve as an excuse for this action. 

He found the graveyard without any trouble, not having to 
ask a single question, following the path described to him between 
trees just clothed in the budding sweetness of spring, to the little 
cemetery. Trees guarded it, and the grass was spreading its green 
covering over the mounds. They were well cared for, that he saw, 
and conspicuous among the smaller headstones was the plain and 
simple white shaft, on which were inscribed the simple initials 
“H. V. D.” and the date when the body of the poor girl had 
been found. He leaned upon the cold stone, giving way fully to 
his sorrow. He could do this — there was none to see him ; there 
was no human being to observe his misery. His face had aged 
rapidly within this last week — he looked old and broken now, as 
he rested against the stone covering the remains of her he would 
have given his own life to save. 

“ My little girl ! ” he said, “ my little girl ! I had rather you 
lay here than be the unhappy partner of that man’s life. I hope 
God will be merciful to you — you were tender and good, and you 
paid for your mistake, dear child, you paid.” 

Much more he said in that broken speech that loving grief 
knows so well. He felt that here he had something tangible, some- 
thing that was hers, and, by that reason, his ; if it were so per- 
mitted, he hoped she could listen to his words, and be assured of 
his love, in the great unknown world she had entered upon. 



Digitized by 



Google 




A NEW COMPLICATION . 



159 



An hour fled. Finally he tore himself away, picking a little 
leaf from the vine just beginning to put forth its tendrils, and 
carried it with him — a reminder until he could come again. His 
journey homeward was slow ; he was filled with painful thoughts, 
and his step kept pace with them. When he reached the hotel he 
was surprised to see Julian Sherwood standing at the entrance, 
waiting. 

“ You here ! ” he exclaimed. “ I had no knowledge of your 
arrival.” 

“ No — I thought it better to come on and tell you all I know. 
I have brought Mr. Van Dyke, the lawyer, and Mr. Sibbs, the 
detective, with me. We have found great encouragement within 
the past few days. And Mr. Sibbs wishes to see Miss Renie and 
yourself.” 

“ I am ready,” said Mr. Vernon. “ I could resist the tempta- 
tion no longer — I had to go down to Helen’s grave — I had to go.” 

“ I understand,” said Sherwood. “ We are afraid Davis got 
wind of something — he left the city yesterday, and Sibbs traced 
him as far as the station below this. He may mean mischief. At 
any rate, Sibbs has a warrant for his arrest in his pocket, which . 
he will put into execution the minute he claps eyes on him. Do 
you know where Miss Renie is ? ” 

“ With Loma, I suppose,” said Mr. Vernon. “ They are in- 
separable.” 

“ Miss Loma says she left the house about an hour ago. I 
suppose, like yourself, she had some place she greatly desired to 
see. She will return, no doubt, in a short while.” 

Mr. Vernon found both Mr. Van Dyke and Mr. Sibbs very 
courteous and genial. The matter under consideration was, of 
course, the main topic, and in its discussion an hour slipped by 
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easily. At last Julian Sherwood looked up with a somewhat puz- 
zled face. 

“ It is queer that Miss Renie has not come in yet,” he said. 
“ She would know that we want her.” 

“ I shall find out if she is with Loma,” answered Mr. Vernon. 

He found Loma coming to seek him. Renie had been gone two 
hours and a half ; she was beginning to worry. It was pitch dark 
now, and it had begun to rain. Where in the world could the girl 
have gone to ? 

“ She has no friends about here, that I am aware of,” said Mr. 
Vernon anxiously. “ It could never be possible — ” 

He looked at Julian Sherwood. 

“ That not hearing from me she went on to the city to see 
Walter ! ” cried Sherwood. “ I hope not. She was always such an 
impulsive little being — ” 

Mr. Sibbs looked up quietly. 

“Ask some one else,” he said. “ Probably she was seen leaving 
the hous6, and might have left a message — ” 

One of the maids, appearing in answer to Mr. Vernon's ring, 
he requested her to send the clerk to him. When that gentleman 
appeared, it was Mr. Sibbs who questioned him. 

“ You know Miss Sherewode ? ” he asked. 

. “ Yes, sir.” 

“ She left the house about six o'clock. Did she leave any 
message? ” 

“ No, sir — not after reading the note — ” 

“ The note? What note? ” 

“ Some one brought her a note. She read it quickly and went 
upstairs to get her things, I suppose, because she came down in 
a few minutes with her hat and coat on.” 
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The four men exchanged dismayed glances. Here was a nice 
complication. 

“ Can you remember what sort of a messenger it was? ” 

“ A boy, sir— one of the country boys from around here — I 
know the cut of them all.” 

“ You don’t know which particular boy? ” 

“ Oh, no; I didn’t look close at him. I just saw the tousled 
head and the rusty clothes, and didn’t give him a second glance.” 
“ I’ll go down to the hall with you,” said the detective, rising. 
“ Perhaps I can find the note. She might have left it behind 
her.” 

But search availed nothing. There wasn’t a trace of the note 
in hall, on stairs, or in her room. She had said nothing to Loraa, 
beyond the word that she would explain everything on her return. 
She had seemed greatly excited, Lorna thought. 

Benie had completely disappeared. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

A SPEEDY RESCUE. 

“ Come to me at once. Have important news for you, but can 
not bring it. Walk to the cross-roads, where my messenger will 
meet you. Do not talk to him, as he knows nothing. Destroy this 
note. J ulian Sherwood. ” 

This was the brief communication which had sent Renie so 
hurriedly from the house. The note she thrust into her bosom, 
thinking to destroy it on the way. As she came to the cross-roads 
in the gathering dusk, a figure muffled up to the eyes greeted her 
in a rough tone. 

“ You are from Mr. Sherwood ? ” she asked. 

He nodded. She remembered the injunction that she was not 
to talk to this man. She wondered what Julian Sherwood had to 
tell her, as she went on, her rapid steps keeping pace with the 
stride of her companion. He was evidently in a hurry. Their 
way led back into the country, and, as they branched off into the 
woods, and the path became indefinite, he put out his hand to 
help her. Some unaccountable feeling of terror swept over her at 
the touch. She paused, undecided whether to continue or not. It 
was very dark now, and she felt the first patter of rain-drops on her 
cheek. She forgot that Julian Sherwood had told her not to 
speak to him. 

“ Where are we going? 99 she asked, sharply. “Are you sure 
you know the way? 99 
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“ Yes,” he answered. “ It is not far now. This is the shorter 
path. In a moment yon will see the light in the house.” 

The prompt answer allayed her rising suspicions somewhat. 
After all, it probably was a shorter cut, although a more difficult 
one. She stumbled on, until, just as he had said, there appeared 
a faint light in the darkness. It was shining from the upper 
windows of a house — what sort of a house she could not imagine 
as she gazed at it, in sudden fright at its loneliness. 

“ What a dreadful place,” she said. “ Mr. Sherwood is wait- 
ing here — ” 

The man ran up the steps, leaving her free to follow or not, as 
she pleased. The action satisfied her that he was not deceiving 
her, so she went after him. There was no light in the hall, but 
the light from the open door of an upper room cast its faint 
reflection down the stairs. As Benie hesitated on the threshold 
the man turned and gripped her arm. He lifted her from her feet, 
and carried her, the stairs creaking under him. When he reached 
the room he put her down and, slamming the door behind him, 
threw open his overcoat and tore away his muffler. The girl looked 
at him, all the horror in her heart displayed on her face. 

“You l ” she said. “You!” 

He bowed, his handsome countenance wreathed in an evil smile. 

“ Even I — at your service, most fair lady. Are you pleased to 
see me?” 

She hurriedly glanced from him about the bare room. It was 
devoid of furniture ; the windows were bare, the sole light was a 
tallow candle, stuck in a bottle, on the mantelpiece. 

“ Do you not like the castle to which I have brought you ? ” 
he asked again, with devilish mockery in his voice. “ Hot quite 
so luxuriantly furnished as you might wish, but it will serve. Look 
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about you once — take a good look at it. You will not have long 
to see many things in this world.” 

The girl drew herself to her full height. 

“ Your day is near at hand,” she said, briefly. “ I don’t care 
when or how death comes to me. You can’t continue in your 
crimes forever. And I leave two to avenge me.” 

“ Julian Sherwood, perhaps, and — ” 

“ Walter McRae — the man you are afraid of, you coward ! ” 

The words were flung at him. His eyes blazed. 

“ Have a care — or you’ll go before I mean you to, my lady,” 
he hissed. “ Walter McRae ! Nothing can save him. Do you 
think I am not watching Sherwood — taking care of my own 
interests? Walter McRae will die a felon’s death. After that — ” 
he snapped his fingers. 

“And I shall find room beside Helen Vernon,” said Renie, 
quickly. “ Your sleep will be troubled of nights, with such a long 
list to your credit.” 

“ Helen Vernon ! ” he repeated, his brow lowering. Her shaft 
had struck home — he knew few peaceful nights. “ No. Your end 
will not be like hers. Her life went out very easily — she never had 
much sand in her. But you — well, this old building will make a 
splendid funeral pyre.” 

In spite of her courage, Renie shivered. 

“ You will have us both to welcome you when you reach the 
other shore,” she said then, dauntlessly. 

“ Unfortunately, or fortunately, I should say, I do not believe 
in another shore.” 

“ We won’t discuss it,” said Renie. He looked at her in 
admiration. 

“ You are certainly a cool one,” he said. “ The finest I ever 
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met. I wish I had more time.” He threw back his head > laughing 
coarsely. “ I would teach you to care for me, and then marry you.” 
“ Please start the fire,” said Benie. She braced herself up 
against the wall and folded her arms. The utter scorn in her face^ 
far from nettling, seemed to please him highly. 

“ No,” he said, “ not yet. I should like to see Julian Sher- 
wood accompany you. I shall wait a day or two — and I know you 
will not mind. The house is in a fine location — you can scream 
your lungs out and no one will hear you. I shall, however, guard 
against even possible escape, by tying your pretty hands together.” 
She struggled in vain. He drew her hands down behind her, 
and tied them securely. Then, taking the candle from the mantel- 
piece, he blew it out, left the room, carefully locking the door 
behind him. She heard his footsteps echo down the stairs, she 
heard the front door bang — then all was silence. 

* * * * * 

Mr. Sibbs, after much quiet questioning, discovered the boy who 
had brought the note to Miss Sherewode, but the lad could give him 
no news worth while. The man had been tall; his coat collar 
turned up high; his eyes were hidden by his hat, and he had a 
mustache. He had been standing at the cross-roads. 

Mr. Sibbs made inquiries at the two livery stables — no horse 
or carriage had been hired from either of them — they had not seen 
any strange teams. He telephoned to the next town, to the one 
livery stable it contained. No rig had been out in a week. Satis- 
fied that the girl had not been removed in that way, the detective 
went to the station-master. No lady or gentleman such as he 
described had been seen. 

All this Sibbs managed to do before ten o'clock that night. 
Loma was distracted. Mr. Vernon could not rest. Julian Sher- 
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wood paced the floor like a madman. What would Walter say? 
What could he say to his friend who was waiting, even then, with 
bursting heart, for one glimpse of the girl he loved ? What would 
he do if, just as he was sure of her, she was snatched from him 
like this? 

“ Oh, Renie is so good — no harm can come to her. Renie’s 
God will save her,” murmured Loraa, over and over. “ Renie’s 
Mother, that she prays to — oh, Mother of God, and Renie’s Mother, 
save her, please save her ! ” 

“ She is somewhere in this place,” said Sibbs. “ The man has 
hidden her somewhere. I have no doubt but it is Davis himself — 
he has found out that she knows something, and he would remove 
her from his path. Mr. Van Dyke, the trial comes up the day after 
to-morrow. You will have to secure a stay in the proceedings until 
this girl is found. I shall stay here and find her.” 

“ If he has killed her — ” put in Mr. Vernon. 

Not one could answer him. It seemed so easy for such a villain 
to add another crime to his long list. Mr. Vernon groaned aloud. 

“ Must we sit here idly, doing nothing, while she — ” 

“ I can not,” said Julian Sherwood. “ Poor little girl, poor 
little girl ! And Walter — Sibbs, tell us what we shall do — let 
us do something — anything. You say she is in the vicinity — hire 
some of the people round about and institute a search for her.” 

“ Wait,” said Sibbs. “ Will you ask the clerk to come up 
again ? ” 

Mr. Vernon obeyed. The man came at once. Mr. Sibbs gave 
him a keen glance, wondering how far he could trust him. 

“ Are you married ? ” he asked. 

“ I am,” was the wondering reply. 

“ You have sisters, a wife, perhaps ? ” 
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“ Yes.” 

“ Well, then, listen. Yon remember the young lady who left 
here to-night — the young lady who received the note? ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ She has been enticed away; we can not find her. Now, look 
here, we want you to help us. We axe tracing the crime that 
happened here two years ago, and this young lady was an impor- 
tant witness. It is for that reason she has been lured out of the 
house. We are satisfied that she is somewhere in the town, and we 
are convinced that if we are to do anything for her, it must be 
done quickly. Can you tell us of any likely place where she may 
have been hidden — a haunted house, or anything of that sort?” 
The man hesitated, and pondered. 

" There are a number of them,” he said, at last. 

“ A number ? Can you count them ? ” 

"At least six.” 

" At least six. Could we reach them to-night ? ” 

“ All of them ? Impossible. The nearest is four miles back 
in the woods; the farthest fully ten the other side of the town.” 
“ H-m-m. If you were standing at the cross-roads and you 
wanted to reach the nearest old house you know of, which one 
would you go to? ” 

“ The cross-roads? ” he pondered. “ The nearest would be on 
the same path six miles farther up.” 

“ Teams pass it? ” 

" Yes — every day.” 

“ It isn’t the one. Think again.” 

The man sat silent, considering. 

“ There’s an old abandoned, ramshackle hut — but no, I don’t 
think any one knows that place. Only the old residents.” 
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“ Now we are coining to something definite,” said the detective, 
smiling a little. “ What sort of a place is it? ” 

“Terrible — it has a bad reputation. Haunted and all that. 
Nothing but a broken-down shanty.” 

“ The very spot,” said Mr. Sibbs. “ Go ahead.” i 

“ There is no road leading to it — one must beat one’s way into 
it clear through the woods. Even then you can barely see it; you’d 
pass within ten feet of it, and not know it was there — ” 

“ Do you know the house and the way?” asked the detective, 
rising. 

“ Yes, sir; I could find it.” 

“ Are you willing to come now — this moment? ” 

“ If you wish me to,” said the man. “ It will be a tough 
journey, though.” 

“ You remember we are men, and trying to save a woman,” 
put in Julian Sherwood. 

“ I have a wife and sisters — and a mother,” said the man. 

“ Chivalry is the same, no matter what coat covers it,” said Mr. 
Vernon, in an undertone. 

“ Duty, sir,” put in the clerk, quickly. The others looked at 
him in surprise, not unmixed with admiration. 

“ We’re glad to find you so ready,” said Sibbs. “ You will 
earn our gratitude, whether we discover her or not.” 

“ Let us start now, at once,” said Julian Sherwood. He was 
quivering with impatience. 

“ You will not be afraid to stay here alone, Loma? ” asked Mr. 
Vernon, anxiously. 

“ Mr. Sherwood will be enough to come, and Mr. Van Dyke—” 
said Sibbs. 

“ Van Dyke would bring on an attack of rheumatism,” said 
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Sherwood. “ He’s out of it — we can’t afford to have our lawyer 
taken ill at this critical time.” 

“And I am not afraid/’ said Loma. “Afraid, when maybe 
Renie’s life depends on your going ? ” Her lips quivered. “ No,” 
she said. “ I wish I could go with you — I wish that I could do 
something for her, who has been so good to me.” 

Julian Sherwood looked at the sweet face and earnest eyes, 
and wondered at the power careless, impulsive Renie Desmond 
had, to draw all hearts to her. He felt in entire sympathy with 
this girl now — he understood her sentiments, exactly. As for 
Walter McRae — Well, he would never forget the transfigured 
face of the haggard prisoner as he brought him the news that Renie 
had returned — that she was true — that she loved him. He had 
told him that news first of all, before raising his hopes by telling 
him the story she had related of the man upon the balcony. Not 
for worlds would he go to Walter McRae again and dash that cup 
of happiness from his lips. This would be impetus enough to 
urge him to daring efforts, even had not the girl herself attracted 
him. First, by her unlikeness to any one he had ever known, and 
then, by the heart that beat, so true and so brave, beneath the 
outer shell of indifference and carelessness. 

It was a frightful journey — the journey those men made that 
night. The rain came down steadily — in a solid sheet. It ren- 
dered the roads almost impassable; they floundered through bog 
and mire, through mud and water to their knees. But not a word 
was said, save an occasional low-toned caution from the man who 
led them. It was midnight when they reached the hut, stumbling 
upon it blindly, it seemed to Julian Sherwood. He could scarcely 
see it. The detective drew his revolver from his pocket, telling 
Julian to do the same. The others, who were unarmed, he placed 
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between them. Then, going up, he tried the door. It was locked, 
but the lock was old and broken, and soon gave way beneath his 
strong shoulder. Inside, Julian Sherwood whispered to him: 

“ Shall I strike a match ? ” 

“ No — if he is here it would serve to make us good targets. 
Ah — I have struck the stairs — follow me, softly.” 

But despite the caution the old stairs creaked under them. 
Mr. Vernon and the clerk guarded the foot; at the top they waited. 
They heard no sound. 

“ Let me call,” said Sherwood. “ This inaction, this indecision, 
is killing. Let me call — and if he is here — Well, we are four to 
one.” 

“ Perhaps,” said the detective, in a significant tone. “ Call, 
if you like.” 

“ Renie,” said Julian, in a sharp voice, “ Renie, are you here? 
It is Julian.” 

No sound. 

“ If she is here, she is dead of fright,” said Julian. 

“ Try once more.” 

“ Renie, Renie, Renie ! ” 

This time something moved, something dragged itself along 
the floor of the room outside of which they stood. 

“ Who is there ? ” 

“ Renie ! ” cried Julian Sherwood, hk excitement mastering 
him. He threw himself against the door — it would not yield. 
The detective came to his aid. Together they forced it, and it 
crashed open. The young man was beside himself. He had for- 
gotten all and everything save that she had spoken. He groped 
around in the dark, stumbling at last over a prostrate figure, 
which, stooping, he lifted in his arms, holding her as if he could 
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never let her go. For the moment he did not know what he was 
doing. The detective struck a match. He caught a glimpse of a 
white, tired face before the match died out. 

“ No more light,” he said briefly. “ Can you carry her down- 
stairs ? ” 

“ Downstairs I ” cried Julian Sherwood. The tears were 
streaming down his face. “ God, God, how glad I am ! I could 
carry her all the way home.” 

Renie never said a word, yielding, rather, to his clasp as he 
lifted her. When they reached the foot of the stairs, Mr. Vernon 
had his arms out ready for her, but Julian would not give her up. 

“ I can't,” he said. “ I can't. She's Walter's — poor Walter's. 
Oh, I thought she was lost to him forever. Speak to us, Renie, 
speak to us — tell us you are not injured, dear.” 

“ No,” said Renie, in a faint voice. “ I am all right — only 
that my wrists hurt me. Will you see if you can get this rope off ? ” 

It was Mr. Vernon's happy task to cut the rope that bound her. 

“ Is there any one else in the house? ” asked Mr. Sibbs. 

“ No— he went away — oh, a long time ago. He intended to 
bum it — afterward, when he had brought Julian Sherwood here.” 

“ My poor little girl,” said Mr. Vernon, tenderly. 

“ I didn't mind much, after a while,” said Renie. “ I was not 
afraid.” She put her lips to Julian's ear. “ Tell me — has 
Walter — ” 

“ He knows — he knows — he is waiting to see you — ” 

“ Oh ! ” She struggled from his arms. “ He does not mind — 
the other? ” 

“ The other? What other? ” 

“ That I am poor — ” 

“ As if Walter would ! ” said Julian Sherwood. Truth to tell. 
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he had forgotten to say a word of that to Walter, he had taken the 
other so joyously. 

“ I think you had better postpone that kind of conversation 
until you get home,” said the detective, dryly. “ I must say,” he 
added, with a dash of humor, “ that is not what one would expect 
from a young lady just rescued from a night in a ruin — and possi- 
ble death.” 

“ I was not afraid,” said Kenie. “ But whoever you are, you 
know I must be grateful.” 

“ Why did you not answer when I called at first? ” asked 
Julian. 

“ I was asleep,” said Renie. 

“ You have a clear conscience,” said Mr. Sibbs. 

“ Yes,” said Renie. 

“ There is a long road before you now — a nasty road. Do you 
think you can stand it? ” he asked. “ Two hours of as nasty 
plodding as I’ve ever struck.” 

“ You did not mind the plodding to get here for me — it would 
be a poor return if I could not face the return trip bravely,” said 
Renie. 

They held a brief consultation on the stairs. They were cold 
and wet, and fagged out, but a daring scheme had entered the 
detective’s brain. 

“ If any one will stay here with me,” he said, “ the fellow will 
be coming back in the morning, probably, and we’ll be able to nab 
him. What do you say ? ” 

“ Gladly,” said Julian Sherwood. “ I will gladly stay.” 

Mr. Vernon put out his hand. 

“ May I protest against that ? ” he asked. “I am not so 
young as Mr. Sherwood, but I am strong. My cause of grievance 
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against this man is very great. ’Will yon permit me to stay and 
have a hand in his capture ? ” 

Julian Sherwood was inclined to remonstrate — but the older 
man put down his objection firmly! 

“ If it is agreeable to Mr. Sibbs,” he said' “ I will stay. It 
is my right.” 

“ Yes,” said Sibbs. u You will probably be able, in the sur- 
prise of the moment, to wring a confession from him. Mr. Sher- 
wood, you will leave us now and take the young lady home. Our 
path is mapped out for us.” 

“ And to-morrow ? Shall we come to-morrow ? ” 

“ Some one had better come if we have not returned at night- 
fall. Who knows what may happen?” 

So he and Mr. Vernon went back to keep night vigil on the 
stairs, while Eenie and Julian and the clerk set out on their diffi- 
cult journey toward the hotel. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

JASON SHERWOOD AGAIN. 

"Julian,” said Renie, the next morning — it had been 
"Julian ” and " Renie ” since the night before — " Mr. Van 
Dyke goes back to the city in a short while. He is to see Walter. 
Julian, I am going with him.” 

" Renie,” said Julian, with a quizzical smile, " I can assure 
you that I don’t envy Walter the future task of taking care of you. 
You are certainly the most irresponsible young person I ever met. 
In fact, I think you are mildly mad.” 

Renie frowned at him. She was quite pale from her terrible 
adventure, and her bruised wrists were bandaged. 

" You will, however, listen to reason now. When Mr. Sibbs 
comes back with our man, as I am sure he will, he may need you 
to identify him. What shall I say to him ? Tell him the young 
lady is in Hew York? ” 

" He won’t need me at all,” said Renie, in a restless tone. 
" Mr. Vernon will be able to identify him — ” 

" Supposing — something should happen either one? Mr. Ver- 
non, for instance? Would you like to be away from Loma and 
from him — in that event? ” 

She looked at him, startled. 

" But, surely, no danger — You have been telling us all along 
— Loma and me — that there was no possible danger.” 

" Of course I have. I daresay there isn’t. Yet plans have 
gone astray before now.” 
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“ You know I would not go if they needed me,” protested 
Renie. “ You surely know that ? ” She came to him then, putting 
her hand on his arm. “ To-morrow, then, if all goes well ? Take 
me yourself to-morrow ? ” 

“ To-morrow, if all goes well, we shall start together — every one 
of us. Possibly to-day. And you shall see Walter — at once. I 
promise you.” 

“ When will he be released ? ” 

“ Everything depends on Sibbs carrying out his plans. If 
Davis is captured returning to fire the house, it will be a very 
strong point. The case is practically cleared up as far as Walter 
is concerned. But you,” he said, breaking off abruptly, “ are you 
not exhausted after last night? You should need medical care, 
instead of thinking to start on a six-hour journey. Abducted, 
imprisoned, frightened almost to death ; rescued and subjected to 
a four-mile walk over the worst of country roads in the pouring 
rain — why, you are a marvel.” 

* r That is nothing,” said Renie, stoutly. “ I was frightened, 
I admit. But not because I was alone. The moment he left the 
house, and I heard him go, my courage came back. I had fully 
made up my mind to die ; prepared myself, and fell asleep while 
examining my conscience. The next thing I heard was your voice. 
I thought I was dreaming — I could not believe it.” 

“ And we were in agony because we feared that the strain would 
kill you. Well,” said Julian Sherwood, “ what would I be able 
to say to Walter? ” 

“ I did not worry,” said Renie, “ not even about that.” She 
smiled at him. “ God takes care of some things, and if I were to 
die before I saw him, it would be a punishment for my irresolution 
in the past.” 
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“ You are not usually selfish.” 

“ Selfish?” 

“ You are thinking of yourself alone. Has not Walter suffered 
enough ? ” 

She hesitated. 

“ Forgive me, if I tell you that I can’t realize Walter’s feeling 
toward me,” she began, slowly. “ It is a whole year ago, you 
remember ? That is why I am so anxious to see him, to hear him 
talk ; to read his face, his eyes, his heart, his soul ; to find out what 
part in his life Renie Desmond is to take. Perhaps his memory 
of me is not like what I am now. There are so many things that 
could happen. People are different; one’s ideas change daily — see 
how different I am to what I was a year ago. And Walter — ” 

“ Was a sorrowful, melancholy man, whose face has aged ten 
years ; whose hair is white ; whose lips are set in despondent curves. 
There was no light, no hope for him until I brought your message. 
Renie Desmond, I pray that you will deserve his loyalty.” 

She looked a{; this true friend with shining eyes. 

“ You are — splendid,” she said, with a quick breath. “ Pray 
that always. I shall be so glad to love him.” 

Loma came into the room with great excitement on her face 
just then. 

“ Renie ! Mr. Sherwood ! I think papa and the other gentle- 
man are coming ; and there is some one else with them — ” 

“ Come on,” said Julian Sherwood. “ Where is Mr. Van 
Dyke?” 

“ Downstairs,” said Loma. She was following him when she 
saw that Renie had not moved, and so she returned and put her 
arms about her, with the gentle affectionateness that was part of 
her own sweet self. 



Digitized by ^.ooQle 




JASON SHERWOOD AGAIN . 



177 



“ Yon do not want to see the wicked creature who has brought 
such misery and unhappiness on us all, do you?” she asked. 
“ Poor Renie ! ” 

“ No,” said Renie. “ Dear Lorna — he has brought much 
misery — more misery than you can have any conception of. Will 
you put on your hat and come with me ? I have a little story I 
would like to tell you.” 

For Mr. Vernon had given over into Renie’s hands the sad task 
of telling Loma of her sister’s death, knowing that she must hear 
it in the end, and that much more harshly than Renie would break 
it to her. With her arm about her little friend, Renie left the 
house. She had no wish to look upon Davis’ face again. She 
saw Sibbs at the door. He started forward when his eyes rested 
on her. 

“ You have him? ” she asked. “ You will probably not recog- 
nize me, but I am the young lady you rescued last night — this 
morning, rather. Permit me to thank you, sir.” 

She gave him her hand. 

“ It’s all in the day’s work,” he said, in answer to her smile. 
“ Yes, we got him — by Jove, but he did fight, though ! Never have 
I had a more savage or desperate fellow ! Only for the nippers I 
couldn’t have managed him at all. The sight of Mr. Vernon 
seemed to set him mad. But it’s all right.” 

“ My father? ” asked Loma, timidly — her face had gone quite 
pale. 

“ He’s very much pleased at the capture — you’ll see him in a 
little while,” responded Mr. Sibbs. “ You won’t go wandering 
off anywhere now, you young ladies? I believe there’s a train for 
New York in two hours.” 

“ Thank God ! ” said Renie. “ I shall be glad to see the city. 
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We are not going very far now. Tell Mr. Vernon we will be back 
shortly, if he makes inquiries. You are sure he’s all right? ” 

“A little tired — we watched in turn,” said Mr. Sibbs. “ But 
you’ll hear the story later. Van Dyke and Sherwood are with him 
now, as Van Dyke wants to get away immediately. It’s my business 
to get that chap into a cell as quick as I can manage it.” 

Renie bowed and went on. They took the road that Mr. Ver- 
non had traversed the night before. The rain had ceased; the sun 
was shining ; the trees were clad in glossy green — the tender green 
of spring. 

“ Let us forget about that wicked creature,” said Renie, 
“ although I am going to tell you something that will make you 
sorry, too, dear. It is just a little story — but it is sad.” 

“ Do not tell me if it pains you, Renie,” said the girl. 

“ It will pain me, dear — but I would rather tell it.” 

She walked in silence for a while, her head bent, her eyes upon 
the ground. 

“ Once upon a time,” she said ; “ once upon a time there was a 
dear, sweet girl — just like you. She had been brought up very 
carefully, and every one loved her. She was so good and so* tender- 
hearted and affectionate and lovely that no one could help caring 
for her. 

“ By-and-by, when she was a young lady, a man came to her. 
He was different to anybody she had ever known. He said he 
adored her. He told her again and again of his affection. He told 
her that only she could help to make him better — that he would be 
a good man if she married him. 

“ Well, she did marry him.” 

“ Is this Helen’s story? ” asked Loma, in a low voice. "Are 
you telling me Helen’s story?” 
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“ It is like Helen’s story, isn’t it, dear ? But do not interrupt 
me. She married him — and she was happy for a while, even though 
she had given up everything for him ; he simply lavished attention 
upon her. But he couldn’t change his nature. He didn’t want 
to be good. In a few months she saw this. She saw that he was 
wicked, and cruel, too, although we will not say he had been cruel 
to her. But it is awful for a lovely, good girl to be the wife of a 
bad man; don’t you think that would be a terrible fate for any 
good girl, Loma?” 

“ Yes,” said Lorna. 

“ When she became convinced of his unworthiness, her heart was 
broken, dear. There was nothing worth while after she found out 
how wicked and mean he was. She wanted to die. He used to go 
away from her. At first for a short while, then for months at a 
time. And he used to quarrel. He brought her to some place 
where they were little known — where no one knew or noticed them. 
At last one day she upbraided him and he sprang at her; she fell 
and struck her temple.” 

“ She — she died — ” came from Lorna now, in a tone that was 
almost a wail. 

“ Wait — wait. I wonder, if it had been you, would you want 
to live ? ” said Renie, tenderly. “ She had been so good and so 
true always, dear. Her life was ruined. She had left all for him, 
and he had proved unworthy. Think, Loma, dear, when she fell 
so, and there was choice of death — would not you have been glad 
to die?” 

Loma did not answer. 

“ Supposing, in a short while, he began to beat her and to 
neglect her; supposing he dragged her down, so that she was no 
longer the high-minded, noble girl she had been, but a creature 
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like himself. Don’t you think death was better then? If it were 
you, Lorna — ” 

“ If it were I, yes, Renie. But it was not I.” 

Renie had said enough. She had not told the ghastly truth — 
that would come afterward ; but she had brought to the girl the 
knowledge of her sister’s death. They threaded their way in and 
out among the mounds until they reached the plain white shaft 
that had witnessed the sorrow of a bereaved man the night before. 
Standing before it, Renie clasped her arms tightly about Lorna, 
and brought the pale face close to her breast. 

“ Let me be your Helen, dear,” she said, in a broken voice. 
“ Let me be your Helen, while this other Helen sleeps in peace, 
where neither earth’s joys nor sorrows can come to her again. Yes, 
Lorna, dearest, I have told you Helen’s story, and Helen is lying 
here.” 

* * * * * 

That afternoon a singular party boarded the train for New 
York City. Two girls, both beautiful and both very sad ; an elderly 
gentleman, whose face showed plainly that grief had worked its 
will upon him; a young man, pleasant and courteous — and another 
keen-eyed gentleman, quick and alert in his movements. The last 
of the party resembled an animal in the sullen fury that was the 
chief expression of his countenance. He was guarded carefully 
by the two younger men. The young ladies and the elderly gentle- 
man went into the forward car, while the others took one of the 
rear ones. The man they guarded was handcuffed to the detective 
— they knew they could not trust him. 

Van Dyke had gone out to the city on the early train. Alfred 
Davis had so plainly betrayed himself to Renie, and to Mr. Vernon 
when he saw him, that Sibbs and the lawyer were sure he wotdd 
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break down under a cross-examination, if he would not voluntarily 
make confession of his crimes before that. Loma sat bowed under 
her new sorrow, and Mr. Vernon’s grief was augmented, for he felt 
that his girl was suffering. Renie was very tender and gentle with 
them both, saying little, since she saw that silence was best; 
absorbed in them, too, to the forgetfulness of self. 

Two special detectives met Sibbs and his prisoner at the station, 
and the four entered a cab and were driven at once to the jail — for 
Sibbs would not permit the man to leave his sight until assured 
that the prison walls held him safe and sound. Julian was thus 
enabled to return to Mr. Vernon and the two girls, and to go with 
them to the hotel. As he wrote his name in the register, he turned 
to Renie with a smile. 

“ My father is stopping here/’ he said. “ I shall be glad to 
have you meet him. And I know he will be delighted.” 

A little later Mr. Jason Sherwood met Miss Desmond Shere- 
wode in the hotel parlor. He held her hand, looking at her with 
kindly eyes. 

“ So you are the Miss Sherewode my son mentioned to me some 
time ago,” he asked. “ How did you come by the name ? ” 

. “A friend loaned it to me,” said Renie, briefly. “ I used it 
while I needed it. But now I no longer need it, and I am glad to 
be just plain Renie Desmond, a nobody from nobody knows where.” 

“ Is that so ? ” His eyes twinkled. “ I had better not tell you 
the news I have for you, then. Are you aware that I have four 
different newspaper advertisements in my pocket, describing one 
Renie Desmond, and asking her to communicate with me — that 
she would hear of something to her advantage, etc., etc.” 

Renie opened her eyes at him. 

“ What can you possibly know of advantage to me? ” she asked. 
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“A little,” he said. “ Two days ago, by merest chance, I was 
settling the claim of an old piece of Sherwood property in Broad- 
plains, and, in doing so, had to go over some of my brother’s 
papers. Among them, what do you think I found ? ” 

Again Renie shrugged her shoulders. 

“A will, dated eighteen years ago — when you were about two 
years old, my dear — leaving almost a quarter of his property to 
little Renie Desmond, daughter of Katharine Percy and Mark 
Desmond.” 

He waited to see the effect of his words upon her, but she did 
not understand him. 

“ Your father and mother, child I ” he said, impatiently. 

“ My father and mother ! Oh, no I ” cried Renie. “ Loraa, 
are you listening, Loma? My father and mother I ” 

The younger girl was indeed listening, with cheeks reddened 
from excitement. Mr. Vernon, too, had forgotten his sorrow for 
the moment, as he bent forward with eager ears. 

“ You told me how Maria Sherwood had always hated you,” 
said Jason Sherwood. “ There was a reason for her hatred. She 
had parted my brother and his sweetheart, Katharine Percy. She 
had lied back and forth between them, until Katharine, who was, 
I judge, very determined and haughty and self-willed — not at all 
like you, Miss Renie ! — married Mark Desmond, her devoted swain. 
And made him a fine wife, too, from all I know of them, although 
they did not have much good luck, it seems. Your father died 
shortly after you were bora. Austin Sherwood was married by this 
time, and his wife’s bitter temper showed him a good many things. 
Unfortunately, she told him of her perfidy one day, and he deter- 
mined that at least you should not be penniless. Your mother died 
next, and while Austin, my brother, could not bring you to his 
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home, he saw that you were taken care of. On his death Mrs. 
Sherwood sent word to have you removed to an institution ; some 
years later she conceived the plan of taking you to Broadplains. 
This she managed easily enough.” 

“ But how do you come to find this out now ? ” asked Renie, 
breathlessly. 

“ The papers were hidden carefully in the old house, which, by 
the way, I have not sold, and which I have no right to. Austin 
left it to you. I do not think Maria Sherwood knew of the exist- 
ence of this will. It is certain that she would have destroyed it if 
she did. She was unscrupulous enough.” 

“ Intuition was right, after all, wasn’t it?” put in Julian 
Sherwood > with a smile. 

“ You are quite a wealthy young woman,” continued Jason 
Sherwood, “ and I am happy to be the first one to welcome you to 
your own.” 

“A real father and mother ! ” said Renie, in a dazed way. “ I 
think I never knew how sorry I was not to have them until now. 
Oh, I am so glad. Did you know — her ? ” she asked, wistfully. 

“ I knew her slightly,” said Jason Sherwood. 

“ Oh ! Then you can tell me how she looked, perhaps ? ” 

“ Wait,” said Jason Sherwood. “ She had eyes like pools of 
dark-gray water, touched with silver; she had chestnut hair; she 
had a round face, with a dimple in either cheek ; a saucy chin and 
an upturned nose — ” 

“ Why, you are looking at Renie, father,” said Julian. “ That 
isn’t fair.” 

“ I am describing Katharine Percy,” said his father, gravely, 
“ and I wonder at my former blindness. I should have known the 
reason why your face haunted me — that I could not get it out of 
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my mind. Marie Sherwood must have known it, too. Hence her 
hatred.” 

“A real father and mother 1” said Renie Desmond, in an 
ecstasy of delight. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE END. 

Walter McRae would not allow Renie to visit him in the 
prison, seeing that his immediate release was assured. The next 
morning, when Davis was taken from his cell, his pugnacity and 
boldness had left him. He admitted his guilt, telling in detail of 
the murder of his wife — details which we shall not enter into — 
“ because she annoyed him,” and of placing in the locket she wore 
about her neck the picture of his enemy. He had done this, 
planning every bit of what followed, the place in which the body 
was found, etc., with the hope that the man he hated might be sus- 
pected and accused of the crime. He told of his visits to Mrs. 
McRae, and acknowledged that he had given her the powder. He 
had not meant it for her. He knew that she was insane, and he 
had advised her to give it secretly to Walter, under pretense of 
ridding herself of him forever. 

All this he told with such bravado, such evident delight in the 
rehearsal, that the court was shocked. Walter McRae was imme- 
diately discharged, and left the place of his long incarceration a 
free man. Davis was taken back to prison, assured of a swift and 
speedy sentence. 

The man who had so nearly paid the penalty of another’s crime 
had lost a great deal in the past fifteen months. His hair was 
indeed thickly threaded with gray, his eyes sunken, his face 
very pale. Yet the strength and the earnestness and the courage 
were there. He would have met death with the fortitude that 
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carried him over every trial. He, too, was changed. Not fretful 
or narrow, although more melancholy than of old. A noble man, 
whom a woman could well trust. 

Julian Sherwood did not open his lips once to him during that 
short drive home to the hotel. At the door he left him. 

“ And you ? ” asked Walter. “ Where are you going ? ” 

“ Oh, I shall solace myself with Miss Loma, whom I observed 
peeping out of the parlor window at you. Go in, now. Man alive, 
the girl is waiting.” 

She was — standing in the center of the room, with her hands 
extended toward him, tears in her eyes, a smile upon her lips. He 
took her in his arms tenderly and kissed her. 

“ It is worth while,” he said then. “ It is worth it all — this 
moment is worth it all.” 

Her hands tightened about his neck — nor could Renie Desmond 
speak. She had been, she said, a bird of passage. As soon as she 
reached her rightful home, she would be at rest — she would find 
her real self. Her real self was here, now, with Walter McRae’s 
arms about her. There was no more doubt, no further hesitation. 
Here was the man she loved — the man who loved her. 

An hour later Julian Sherwood entered, with Loma following 
him. 

“ When are you going to be married ? ” asked the first-named, 
mischievously, after Walter and Lorna had been made acquainted. 

“ To-morrow,” said Walter McRae, promptly. 

“ I really believe you would, if you could,” said Julian. 

“ You can believe it — for we shall,” said Walter. “ I’m going 
to get some one to vouch for us — that we are eligible and free, and 
all that, to receive the Sacrament of Matrimony, and we shall be 
married at eight o’clock Mass to-morrow morning — if we can 
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persuade our good Father Watson, who knows me well, to our 
way of thinking.” 

“ Is it true, Benie ? ” asked Loma. 

“ Yes,” said Benie, with a smile, “ it is true.” 

“ I can only say that your marriage is in keeping with the rest 
of your life,” said Julian. “ May Miss Loma and I invite our- 
selves to be best lady and best man? ” 

“ Of course — you know I want you,” said Walter McBae, “ and 
I thi nk Benie would scarcely ask for any other but Miss Loma.” 
“ It seems too bad we can not follow your example,” said 
Julian Sherwood, thoughtfully. 

A great light broke over Benie’s face. 

“ Why, how delightful! ” she cried. She looked at Lorna, who 
stood bewildered at the daring of this speech. “ If I am not 
stupid! ” she said. u I never thought of that.” 

* * * * * 

“ I want to tell you something, Benie,” said Loma that night. 
“ I am going to become a Catholic.” 

“ You are ? ” cried Benie. “ Loma, I think that Our Lord has 
been saving everything lovely for me, to give it to me all in a heap. 
And I don’t deserve a bit of it. A father and mother, and Walter, 
and now you! Oh, Loma, I am too happy.” 

“ I asked God, the night you were taken away, to bring you 
home again, safe and sound, and to give me news of Helen. I 
asked God — and then I asked His Mother, Benie, honestly. For 
the first time in my life I went to her — I never knew of her or 
thought of her until I met you. See how good she was to me ! I 
want to belong to her now and to the creed that will give her 
to me.” 

Benie threw her arms about her and kissed her. 
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“ You love! ” she said. “ No wonder Julian Sherwood thinks 
that you — ” 

“ Hush, hush,” said Loma. “ You mustn’t talk like that. I 
can never leave my father, Benie, never. He has only one girl left 
him, dear, now that you, too, are going.” 

“ You will not have to leave him — Julian will arrange that.” 
“ So you are tired of your freedom, Miss Benie Desmond ? ” 
said Jason Sherwood, a little later. “ You are in a great hurry to 
put the yoke upon yourself now, I hear. To-morrow morning! 
That is a speedy wedding, indeed ! ” 

“ My only bondage was my own self-will,” said Benie, with a 
sweet and serious face. “ I — tired of it, Mr. Sherwood. I think 
I have tasted the only freedom that one knows who was placed as 
I have been — the freedom to be unhappy.” 

“And you — are you happy now, little girl ? ” He spoke tenderly. 
She looked from him to Walter McBae’s shining face, as he 
advanced toward her across the floor. Then she glanced back at 
him again. 

“ I am answered,” he said. 
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Cloth, o 60; 25 copies, 9 00 

EXPLANATION OF THE HOLY SACRAMENTS, ILLUSTRATED. 1 00 
EXPLANATION OF THE HOLY SACRIFICE OF THE MASS. Rev. M. 

V. COCHEM. I 25 



EXPLANATION OF THE OUR FATHER AND THE HAIL MARY 



Rev. R. Brennan, LL.D. « o 75 

EXPLANATION OF THE PRAYERS AND CEREMONIES OF THE 
MASS, ILLUSTRATED. Rev. D. I. Lanslots, O.S.B. i 25 

EXPLANATION OF THE SALVE REGINA. Liguori. o 75 

EXTREME UNCTION. Paper, o 10 

100 copies, 6 00 



FIRST AND GREATEST COMMANDMENT. By Rev. M. Muller, C.SS.R 

net , x 40 
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o so 
as oo 

Paul of the Cross. By 
o so 



o 50 

0 45 

1 25 
Meditations. 

o 75 
o 90 



o 50 
o 50 
o 50 



FIRST COMMUNICANTS MANUAL. 

100 copies, 

FLOWERS OF THE PASSION. Thoughts of St 
Rev. Louis Th. db Jbsus-Agonisant. 

FOLLOWING OF CHRIST. Thomas a Kbmpis. 

With Reflections, 

Without Reflections, 

Edition de luxe, 

FOUR LAST THINGS, THE: Death, Judgment, Heaven, Hell. 

Father M. v. Cochbm. Cloth, 

GARLAND OF PRAYER. With Nuptial Mass. Leather. 

GENERAL CONFESSION . MADE EASY. Rev. A. Konings, C.SS.R. 

Flexible, o 15; 100 copies, 10 00 

GENERAL PRINCIPLES OF THE RELIGIOUS LIFE. Vbrhbybn, O.S.B. 

net, o 30 

GLORIES OF DIVINE GRACE. Dr. M. J. Schbbbbn. net, 1 50 

GLORIES OF MARY. St. Alphonsus db Liguori. a vols., net , a 50 

Popular ed. 1 vol., 1 25 

GOD THE TEACHER OF MANKIND. Muller. 9 vols. Per set, net, 9 50 
GOFFINE’S DEVOUT INSTRUCTIONS. 140 Illustrations. 1 00 

25 copies, 17 50 

GOLDEN SANDS. little Counsels for the Sanctification and Happiness of 
Daily Life. 

Third Series, 

Fourth Series, 

Fifth Series, 

GRACE AND THE SACRAMENTS. By Rev. M. Mullbr, C.SS.R. net, 1 25 
GREAT MEANS OF SALVATION AND OF PERFECTION. St. Alphon- 
sus db Liguori. net, x 25 

GREAT SUPPER OF GOD, THE. A Treatise on Weekly Communion. By 
Rev. S. Coubb, S.J. Edited by Rev. F. X. Brady, S.J. net, 1 00 

GREETINGS TO THE CHRIST-CHILD, a Collection of Poems for the Young. 

Illustrated. o 60 

GUIDE TO CONFESSION AND COMMUNION. o 60 

HANDBOOK OF THE CHRISTIAN RELIGION. By Rev. W. Wilmbrs, S.J. 

net, 1 so 

HARMONY OF THE RELIGIOUS LIFE. Rev. H. J. Hbusbr. net , 1 25 
HELP FOR THE POOR SOULS IN PURGATORY. Prayers and Devotions in 
aid of the Suffering Souls. o 50 

HELPS TO A SPIRITUAL LIFE. From the German of Rev. Jos. Schnbidbr, 
S.J. With Additions by Rev. Fbrrbol Girardby, C.SS.R. net , 1 25 

HIDDEN TREASURE: The Value and Excellence of the Holy Mass. By 
St. Leonard of Port Maurice. o 50 

HISTORY OF THE MASS. By Rev. J. O’Bribn. net, 1 25 

HOLY EUCHARIST. By St. Alphonsus db Liguori. The Sacrifice, the 
Sacrament, and the Sacred Heart of Jesus Christ. Novena to the Holy Ghost. 

net, 1 as 

HOLY MASS. By Rev. M. Mullbr, C.SS.R. 

HOLY MASS. By St. Alphonsus db Liguori. 

HOW TO COMFORT THE SICK. Rev. Jos. A. Krbbs, C.SS.R. 

HOW TO MAKE THE MISSION. By a Dominican Father, 
per 100, 

ILLUSTRATED PRAYER-BOOK FOR CHILDREN. 

IMITATION OF CHRIST. See “Following of Christ.' " 

IMITATION OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN MARY. Translated by Mrs. A. 
R. Bbnnbtt-Gladstonb. 

Plain Edition, o 50 

Edition de luxe, 1 50 

IMITATION OF THE SACRED HEART. By Rev. F. Arnoudt, S.J. Entirely 
new, reset edition. z as 
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IMMACULATE CONCEPTION, THE. By Rev. A. A. Lambing, LL.D. o 3 S 

INCARNATION, BIRTH, AND INFANCY OF JESUS CHRIST; or, the 

ir a . : _r i_ n.. a . ... ... _ _ t — . , _ 



Mysteries of Faith. By St. Alphonsus db Liguori. net, x as 

INDULGENCES, A PRACTICAL GUIDE TO. Rev. P. M. Bbrnad, O.M.I. 

o 75 

IN HEAVEN WE KNOW OUR OWN. By Pbrb Blot, S.J. o 60 

INSTRUCTIONS AND PRAYERS FOR THE CATHOLIC FATHER. 

Right Rev. Dr. A. Eggbr. o 60 

INSTRUCTIONS AND PRAYERS FOR THE CATHOLIC MOTHER. 

Right Rev. Dr. A. Eggbr. o 60 

INSTRUCTIONS AND PRAYERS FOR CATHOLIC YOUTH. o 60 

INSTRUCTIONS FOR FIRST COMMUNICANTS. By Rev. Dr. J. Schmitt. 



net, o 50 

INSTRUCTIONS ON THE COMMANDMENTS OF GOD and the Sacraments 
of the Church. By St. Alphonsus db Liguori. 

Paper,© 25; as copies, 3 75 

Cloth, o 40; 25 copies, 6 00 

INTERIOR OF JESUS AND MARY. Grou. a vols., net, a 00 

INTRODUCTION TO A DEVOUT LIFE. By St. Francis db Salbs. 

Cloth, o 50 

LETTERS OF ST. ALPHONSUS DE LIGUORI. 4 vols., each vol., net, 1 25 

LETTERS OF ST. ALPHONSUS LIGUORI and General Alphabetical Index 
to St. Alphonsus’ Works. net, 1 25 



LITTLE ALTAR BOYS MANUAL. o 25 

LITTLE BOOK OF SUPERIORS. net , o 60 

LITTLE CHILD OF MARY. A Small Prayer-book. o 35 

LITTLE MANUAL OF ST. ANTHONY. Lasancb. o 25 

LITTLE MANUAL OF ST. JOSEPH. Lings. o 25 

LITTLE MONTH OF MAY. By Ella McMahon. Flexible, o 25 

LITTLE MONTH OF THE SOULS IN PURGATORY. o 25 



LITTLE OFFICE OF THE IMMACULATE CONCEPTION. 0.05; per 100, 2 50 
LITTLE PICTORIAL LIVES OF THE SAINTS. New cheap edition. 1 00 
LIVES OF THE SAINTS. With Reflections for Every Day of the Year. 

Large size, • x 50 

LIVING CHURCH OF THE LIVING GOD. Coppbns. o.io; per 100, 6 00 

MANUAL OF THE HOLY EUCHARIST. Conferences on the Blessed Sacra- 
ment and Eucharistic Devotions. By Rev. F. X. Lasancb. 

MANUAL OF THE HOLY FAMILY. 

MANUAL OF THE HOLY NAME. 

MANUAL OF THE SACRED HEART, NEW. 

MANUAL OF THE SODALITY OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN. 

MANUAL OF ST. ANTHONY, LITTLE. Lasancb. 

MANUAL OF ST. ANTHONY, NEW. 

MANUAL OF ST. JOSEPH, LITTLE. Lings. 

MARLS COROLLA. Poems by Father Edmund of the Heart of Mary, C.P. 

Cloth, 1 25 

MASS DEVOTIONS AND READINGS ON THE MASS. By Rev. F. X. Lasancb. 



o 75 
o 60 
o 50 
o 50 
o 50 

o 25 
o 60 
o 25 



MAY DEVOTIONS, NEW. Rev. Augustine Wirth, O.S.B. net , 1 00 

MEANS OF GRACE. By Rev. Richard Brennan, LL.D. 2 50 

MEDITATIONS FOR ALL THE DAYS OF THE YEAR. By Rev. M. Hamon, 
S.S. 5 vols., net, 5 00 

MEDITATIONS FOR EVERY DAY IN THE YEAR. Baxtbr. net , 1 25 

MEDITATIONS FOR EVERY DAY IN THE YEAR. Rev. B. Vbrcruyssb, 
S.J. 2 vols., net , 2 75 

MEDITATIONS FOR RETREATS. St. Francis db Sales. Cloth, net, o 75 
MEDITATIONS ON THE FOUR LAST THINGS. Father M. v. Cochbm. 
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MEDITATIONS ON THE LAST WORDS FROM THE CROSS. Father Charlb. 

Pbrraud. net, o 50 

MEDITATIONS ON THE LIFE, THE TEACHINGS, AND THE PASSION 
OF JESUS CHRIST. Ilg-Clarkb. a vols.. net, 3 50 

MEDITATIONS ON THE MONTH OF OUR LADY. o 75 

MEDITATIONS ON THE PASSION OF OUR LORD. o 40 

METHOD OF CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE, SPIRAGO’S. Edited by Right Rev. 

S. G. Mbssmbr. net, 1 50 

MIDDLE AGES, THE: Sketches and Fragments. By Very Rev. Thomas J. 

Shahan,S.T.D., J.U.L. net , a 00 

MISCELLANY. Historical Sketch of the Congregation of the Most Holy Re- 
deemer. Rules and Constitutions of the Congregation of the Most Holy 
Redeemer. Instructions on the Religious State. By St. Alphonsus db 
Liguori. net , 1 25 

MISSION BOOK FOR THE MARRIED. Very Rev. F. Girardby, C.SS.R. o 50 
MISSION BOOK FOR THE SINGLE. Very Rev. F. Girardby, C.SS.R. o 50 

MISSION BOOK OF THE RBDRMPTORIST FATHERS. A Manual of In- 
structions and Prayers to Preserve the Fruits of the Mission. Drawn chiefly 



from the Works of St. Alphonsus Liguori. o 5c 

MOMENTS BEFORE THE TABERNACLE. Rev. Matthbw Russbll, S.J. 

* net, o 40 

MONTH, NEW, OF THE HOLY ANGELS. St. Francis db Salbs. o a 5 

MONTH, NEW, OF THE SACRED HEART. St. Francis db Salbs. o as 

MONTH OF MAY; a Series of Meditations on the Mysteries of the Life of the 
Blessed Virgin. By F. Dbbussi, S.J. o 50 

MONTH OF THE SOULS IN PURGATORY, The Little “Golden Sands.” o as 
MORAL BRIEFS. By the Rev. John H. Staplbton. net, 1 as 

MOST HOLY SACRAMENT. Rev. Dr. Jos. Kbllbr. o 75 

MY FIRST COMMUNION, the Happiest Day of My Life. Brbknan. o 75 

MY LITTLE PRAYER-BOOK. Illustrated. o ia 

NEW MAY DEVOTIONS. Wirth. net, 1 00 

NEW MONTH OF THE HOLY ANGELS. o a 5 

NEW MONTH OF THE SACRED HEART o as 

NEW SUNDAY-SCHOOL COMPANION. o as 

NEW TESTAMENT. Cheap Edition. 

3amo, flexible cloth, net, 015 

3am©, lambskin, limp, round corners, gilt edges, net, o 70 

NEW TESTAMENT. Illustrated Edition. 

i6mo, printed in two colors, with 100 full-page illustrations net, o 60 

:6mo, American Seal, limp, solid gold edges, net, 1 as. 

NEW TESTAMENT. India Paper Edition. 

American Seal, limp, round comers ; gilt edges, net, o 90 

Persian Calf, Ump, round comers, gilt edges, # ,/ net, 1 10 

Morocco, limp, round comers, gold edges, gold roll inside, net, 1 35 

NEW TESTAMENT. Large Print Edition. 

iamo, large, net, o 75 

xamo, American Seal, limp, gold edges, net, 1 50 

NEW TESTAMENT STUDIES. By Right Rev. Mgr. Thomas J. Conaty, D.D. 

1 amo, o 60 

OFFICE, COMPLETE, OF HOLY WEEK. o 50 

ON THE ROAD TO ROME. By W. Richards. net, o so 

OUR FAVORITE DEVOTIONS. By Very Rev. Dean A. A. Lings. o 75 

OUR FAVORITE NOVENAS. Very Rev. Dean A. A. Lings. o 75 

OUR LADY OF GOOD COUNSEL IN GENAZZANO. Mgr. Gbo. F. Dillon, 
D.D. o 75 
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OUR MONTHLY DEVOTIONS. By Very Rev. Dean A. A. Lings. x an 

OUR OWN WILL AND HOW TO DETECT IT IN OUR ACTIONS. Rev. 

John Allbn D.D. net, o 75 

PARACLETE, THE. Devotions to the Holy Ghost. o 60 

PARADISE ON EARTH OPENED TO ALL ; A Religious Vocation the Surest 
Way in Life. By Rev. Antonio Natalb, SJ. net, o 40 

PARISH PRIEST ON DUTY, THE. A Practica / Manual for Pastors, Curates, 
and Theological Students Preparing for the Mission. (The Sacraments.) By 
Rev. H. J. Hbusbr, Professor of Theology at Overbrook Seminary. net, o 60 



PASSION AND DEATH OF JESUS CHRIST. 



PASSION FLOWERS. 



4 So 
9 00 

Cloth, net, x 00 

Edition, with Reflections for 
a 50 

COMMUNION. Rev. F. X. 

o 75 



By St. Alphonsus ob Liguori. 

net , 1 35 

Poems by Father Edmund of the Heart of Mary, C.P. 

1 25 

PEARLS FROM FABER Brunowb. o 50 

PEARLS OF PRAYER o 35 

PEOPLE’S MISSION BOOK, THE. Paper, 0.10; per xoo, 6 00 

PEPPER AND SALT, SPIRITUAL. Stang. 

Paper, 0.30; 25 coines. 

Cloth, o 60; 25 copies, 

PERFECT RELIGIOUS, THE. Db La Mottb. 

PICTORIAL LIVES OF THE SAINTS. New 
Every Day in the Year. 

PIOUS PREPARATION FOR FIRST HOLY 
Lasancb. Cloth, 

POCKET MANUAL. A Vest-pocket Prayer-book in very large type. o as 

POPULAR INSTRUCTIONS ON MARRIAGE. Very Rev. F. Girardby, C.SS.R. 
Paper, 0.25 ; 25 copies, 3 75 

Cloth, 0.40; 25 copies, 6 00 

POPULAR INSTRUCTIONS ON PRAYER. By Very Rev. Fbrrbol Girardby, 
C.SS.R. Paper 0.25; 25 coines, 3 75 

Cloth, 0.40; 25 copies, 6 00 

POPULAR INSTRUCTIONS TO PARENTS on the Bringing up of Children. 
By Very Rev. F. Girardby, C.SS.R. Paper, 0.25; 25 copies, 3 75 

Cloth, 0.40; 25 copies, 6 00 

PRAYER-BOOK FOR RELIGIOUS. A Complete Manual of Prayers and De- 
votions for the Use of the Members of all Religious Communities. By Rev. 
F. X. Lasancb. net , 1 50 

PREACHING. Vol. XV. St. Alphonsus db Liguori. The Exercises of the 
Missions. Various Counsels. Instructions on the Commandments and 
Sacraments. net, x 25 

PREPARATION FOR DEATH. St. Alphonsus db Liguori. Considerations 
on the Eternal Truths. Maxims of Eternity. Rule of Life. net, 1 25 

PRODIGAL SON; or, the Sinner’s Return to God. net, 1 00 

REASONABLENESS OF CATHOLIC CEREMONIES AND PRACTICES. 

Rev. J. J. Burkb. o 35 

RELIGIOUS STATE, THE. With a Treatise on the Vocation to tha Priesthood. 

By St. Alphonsus db Liguori. o 50 

REVELATIONS OF THE SACRED HEART to Blessed Margaret Mary. Bou- 
gaud. Cloth, net, x 50 

ROSARY, THE CROWN OF MARY. By a Dominican Father. o 10 

Per xoo, 5 00 

ROSARY, THE: Scenes and Thoughts. By Rev. F. P. Garbschb, S.J. o 50 



ROSARY, THE MOST HOLY. Meditations. Cramer. o 50 

SACRAMENTALS OF THE HOLY CATHOLIC CHURCH. Rev. A. A. Lamb- 
ing, D.D. Paper, 0.30; 25 copies, 4 50 

Cloth, 0.60; 25 copies, 9 00 

SACRAMENTALS — Prayer, etc. By Rev. M. Muller, C.SS.R. net, 1 00 

SACRED HEART, THE. Rev. Dr. Joseph Kbllbr. o 75 

SACRED HEART BOOK, THE. By Rev. F. X. Lasancb. o 75 
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SACRIFICE OF THE MASS WORTHILY CELEBRATED, THE. By Rev. 

Father Chaignon, S.J. net, i 50 

SECRET OF SANCTITY. St. Francis de Sales. net, 1 00 

SERAPHIC GUIDE, THE. A Manual for the Members of the Third Order of 
St. Francis. By a Franciscan Father. o 60 

SHORT CONFERENCES ON THE LITTLE OFFICE OF THE IMMACU- 
LATE CONCEPTION. Very Rev. J. Rainer. o 50 

SHORT STORIES ON CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE. From the French by Mary 
McMahon. net, o 75 

SHORT VISITS TO THE BLESSED SACRAMENT. Lasancb. o 25 

SICK CALLS; or t Chapters on Pastoral Medicine. By the Rev. Alfred Manning 
Mulligan, Birmingham, England. net, 1 00 

SOCIALISM AND CHRISTIANITY. By the Right Rev. William Stang, 
D.D. net, 1 00 

SOCIALISM: /ts Theoretical Basis and Practical Application. By Victor 

Cathrbin, S.J. Revised and Enlarged by Victor F. Gbttblmann, S.J. 
i2mo, cloth. net, 1 50 

SODALISTS’ VADE MECUM. o 50 

SONGS AND SONNETS. By Maurice Francis Egan. i 00 

SPIRAGO’S METHOD OF CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE. Edited by Rt. Rev. S. 

G. Mbssmbr. net, 1 50 

SPIRIT OF SACRIFICE. THE, and the Life of Sacrifice in the Religious State. 
From the original of Rev. S. M. Giraud. Revised by Rev. Hbrbbrt Thurs- 
ton, S.J. net, a 00 

SPIRITUAL CRUMBS FOR HUNGRY LITTLE SOULS. Mary E. Richard- 
son*. o 50 

SPIRITUAL DESPONDENCY AND TEMPTATIONS. By Rev. P. J. Michel, 
S.J. Translated from the French by Rev. F. P. Garbschb, S.J. net, 1 as 

SPIRITUAL EXERCISES FOR A TEN DAYS’ RETREAT. Very Rev. R. v. 

Smetana, C.SS.R. net, 1 00 

SPIRITUAL PEPPER AND SALT. Stand. 

Paper, o 30; as copies, 

Cloth, 0.60; as copies, 

ST. ANTHONY, LITTLE MANUAL OF. 

ST. ANTHONY. Rev. Dr. Jos. Keller. 

STATIONS OF THE CROSS. Illustrated. 

STORIES FOR FIRST COMMUNICANTS. 

STRIVING AFTER PERFECTION. Rev. Joseph Bayma, S.J. net , 

SURE WAY TO A HAPPY MARRIAGE. Rev. Edward I. Taylor. 

Paper, o.as; 25 copies, 

Cloth, 0.40; as copies, 

THOUGHTS AND COUNSELS for the Consideration of Catholic Young Men. 
Rev. P. A. Doss, S.J. net, 1 a$ 

THOUGHTS FOR ALL TIMES. Mgr. Vaughan. o 90 

TRAVELLER’S DAILY COMPANION. o 05 

Per 100, 3 50 

TRUE POLITENESS. Abbe Francis Dbmore. * net, o 60 

TRUE SPOUSE OF JESUS CHRIST. By St. Alphonsus de Liguori. a vols. 

net, a so 

The same, one-volume edition, net, 1 00 

TWO SPIRITUAL RETREATS FOR SISTERS. By Rev. E. Zollnbr. net, 1 00 

VENERATION OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN. Her Feasts, Prayers, Religious 
Orders, and Sodalities. By Rev. B. Rohner, O.S.B. i 25 

VEST-POCKET GEMS OF DEVOTION. o 20 

VICTORIES OF THE MARTYRS; or, the Lives of the Most Celebrated Martyrs 
of the Church. Vol. IX. By St. Alphonsus de Liguori. net, 1 25 



Rev. J. A. Keller, D.D. 



4 so 
9 00 
o 60 
o 75 
o 50 

0 50 

1 00 



3 75 
6 00 



VISITS, SHORT, TO THE BLESSED SACRAMENT. 

VISITS TO JESUS IN THE BLESSED SACRAMENT. 
“Avis Spirituels.” 



Lasancb. o as 

By the Author of 
o 50 



Digitized by ^.ooole 




VISITS TO JESUS IN THE TABERNACLE. Hours and Half Hours of Adora- 
tion before the Blessed Sacrament. With a Novena to the Holy Ghost and 
Devotions for Mass, Holy Communion etc. Rev. F. X. Lasancb. i 25 

VISITS TO THE MOST HOLY SACRAMENT and to the Blessed Virgin Mary. 

By St. Alphonsus db Liguori. o 50 

VOCATIONS EXPLAINED: Matrimony, Virginity, The Religious State, and the 
Priesthood. By a Vincentian Father. 0.10; 100 copies, 6 00 

WAY OF INTERIOR PEACE. By Rev. Father Db Lbhbn, S.J. net, 1 2s 
WAY OF SALVATION AND PERFECTION. Meditations, Pious Reflections, 
Spiritual Treatises. St. Alphonsus db Liguori. net, 1 25 

WAY OF THE CROSS. Paper, 0.05; 100 copies, a 50 

WHAT THE CHURCH TEACHES. An Answer to Earnest Inquirers. By 
Rev. Edwin Drury, Missionary Priest. Paper, 0.30; 25 copies, 4 50 

Cloth, 0.60; 25 copies, 9 00 



JUVENILES. 



ADVENTURES OF A CASKET. 

ADVENTURES OF A FRENCH CAPTAIN. 

AN ADVENTURE WITH THE APACHES. By Gabribl Fbrry. 
ANTHONY. A Tale of the Time of Charles II. of England. 
ARMORER OF SOLINGEN. By William Hbrchbnbach. 

AS TRUE AS GOLD. Mannix. 

BERKLEYS, THE. Wight. 

BERTHA; or, Consequences of a Fault. 

BEST FOOT FORWARD. By Father Finn. 

BETTER PART. 

BISTOURI. By A. Mblandri. 

BLACK LADY AND ROBIN RED BREAST. By Canon Schmid. 
BLANCHE DE MARSILLY. 

BLISSYLVANIA POST-OFFICE. By Marion Ames Taggart. 
BOB O’LINK. Waggaman. 

BOYS IN THE BLOCK. By Mauricb F. Egan. 

BRIC-A-BRAC DEALER. 

BUNT AND BILL. Clara Mulholland. 

BUZZER’S CHRISTMAS. By Mary T. Waggaman. 

BY BRANSCOME RIVER. By Marion Ambs Taggart. 

CAKE AND THE EASTER EGGS. By Canon Schmid. 

CANARY BIRD. By Canon Schmid. 

CAPTAIN ROUGEMONT. 

CARROLL DARE. By Mary T. Waggaman. 

CASSILDA; or, the Moorish Princess. 

CATHOLIC HOME LIBRARY. 10 vols., each. 



© 45 
© 45 
o 45 
© 45 
o 40 
© 45 
© 45 
© 45 
o 85 
o 45 
o 45 
o 25 
o 45 
© 45 
© 45 
o 25 

o 45 
© 45 
o 25 
© 45 
o 25 

0 40 
© 45 

1 25 
© 45 
© 45 



CLAUDE LIGHTFOOT ; or, How the Problem was solved. By Father Finn. 
COLLEGE BOY, A. By Anthony Yorkb. Cloth, 

CONVERSATION ON HOME EDUCATION. 

COPUS, REV., T.E., S.T.: 

HARRY kUSSELL. 

SHADOWS LIFTED. 

ST. CUTHBERTS. 

DIMPLING’S SUCCESS. By Clara Mulholland. o 45 

EPISODES OF THE PARIS COMMUNE. An Account of the Religious Perse- 
cution. o 45 



85 

85 

45 

85 

85 

85 



ETHELRED PRESTON, or the Adventures of a Newcomer. By Father Finn. 

o 85 



EVERY-DAY GIRL, AN. By Mary C. Crowlby. o 45 

FATAL DIAMONDS. By E. C. Donnelly. o 25 
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FINN, REV. F. J.. SJ.: 
HIS FIRST AND L, 



LAST APPEARANCE. Illustrated. i oo 

THE BEST FOOT FORWARD. o 8 s 

THAT FOOTBALL GAME. o 8 s 

ETHELRED PRESTON. o 85 

CLAUDE LIGHTFOOT. o 85 

HARRY DEE. o 8 S 

TOM PLAYFAIR. o 85 

PERCY WYNN. o 85 

MOSTLY BOYS. o 85 

FISHERMAN’S DAUGHTER. o 4 S 

FIVE O’CLOCK STORIES; or, The Old Tales Told Again. o 75 

FLOWER OF THE FLOCK, THE, and the Badgers of Belmont. By Maurice 
F. Egan. o 85 



FRED’S LITTLE DAUGHTER. By Sara Trainer Smith. o 45 

GERTRUDE’S EXPERIENCE. o 45 

GODFREY THE HERMIT. By Canon Schmid. o 25 

GOLDEN LILY, THE. Hinkson. o 45 

GREAT CAPTAIN, THE. By Katharine T. Hinkson. o 45 

GREAT-GRANDMOTHER’S SECRET. o 45 

HALDEMAN CHILDREN, THE. By Mary E. Mannix. o 45 

HARRY DEE; or, Working it Out. By Father Finn. o 85 

HEIR OF DREAMS, AN. By Sallib Margaret O’Malley. o 45 

HER FATHER’S RIGHT HAND. o 45 

HIS FIRST AND LAST APPEARANCE. By Father Finn. i 00 

HOP BLOSSOMS. By Canon Schmid. o 25 

HOSTAGE OF WAR, A. By Mary G. Bonbstbbl. o 45 

HOW THEY WORKED THEIR WAY. By Maurice F. Egan. o 75 

INUNDATION, THE. Canon Schmid. o 40 

JACK HILDREDTH AMONG THE INDIANS. 2 vols., each, o 85 



JACK HILDREDTH ON THE NILE. By Marion Ames Taggart. Cloth, 

o 85 



JACK O’LANTERN. By Mary T. Waggaman. o 45 

JUVENILE ROUND TABLE. First Series. Stories by the Best Writers. 1 00 
JUVENILE ROUND TABLE. Second Series. 1 00 

KLONDIKE PICNIC. By Eleanor C. Donnelly. o 85 

LAMP OF THE SANCTUARY. By Cardinal Wiseman. o 25 

LEGENDS OF THE HOLY CHILD JESUS from Many Lands. By A. Fowler 
Lutz. o 75 

LITTLE MISSY. By Mary T. Waggaman. o 45 

LOYAL BLUE AND ROYAL SCARLET. By Marion A. Taggart. o 85 

MADCAP SET AT ST. ANNE’S. By Marion J. Bruno we. o 45 

MARCELLE. A True Story. o 45 

MARY TRACY’S FORTUNE. Sadlibr. o 45 

MASTER FRIDOLIN. By Emmy Gibhrl. o 25 

MILLY AVELING. By Sara Trainer Smith. Cloth, o 85 

MOSTLY BOYS. By Father Finn. o 85 

MYSTERIOUS DOORWAY. By Anna T. Sadlibr. o 45 

MY STRANGE FRIEND. By Father Finn. o 25 



NAN NOBODY. By Mary T. Waggaman. o 45 

OLD CHARLMONTS SEED-BED. By Sara Trainer Smith. o 45 

OLD ROBBER’S CASTLE. By Canon Schmid. o 25 

OLIVE AND THE LITTLE CAKES. o 45 

OUR BOYS’ AND GIRLS’ LIBRARY. 14 vole., each, o 25 

OUR YOUNG FOLKS’ LIBRARY. 10 vols., each, o 45 

OVERSEER OF MAHLBOURG. By Canon Schmid. o 25 
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PANCHO AND PANCHITA. By Mary E. Mannix. 

PAULINE ARCHER. By Anna T. Sadlibr. 

PERCY WYNN; or, Making a Boy of Him. By Father Finn 
PICKLE AND PEPPER. By Ella Lorainb Dorsby. 

PLAYWATER PLOT, THE. By Mary T. W a ogam an. 

PRIEST OF AUVRIGNY. 

QUEEN’S PAGE. By Katharine Tynan Hinkson. 

RECRUIT TOMMY COLLINS. Bonbstbbl. 

RICHARD; or, Devotion to the Stuarts. 

ROSE BUSH. By Canon Schmid. 

SEA-GULLS’ ROCK. By J. Sandbau. 

SPALDING, S.J.: 

CAVE BY THE BEECH FORK. 

THE SHERIFF OF THE BEECH FORK. 

THE RACE FOR COPPER ISLAND. 

STRONG-ARM OF AVALON. By Mary T. Waggaman. 

SUMMER AT WOODVILLE. By Anna T. Sadlibr. 

TALES AND LEGENDS OF THE MIDDLE AGES. F. Db Capblla. 
TALES AND LEGENDS SERIES. 3 vols., each, 

TALISMAN, THE. By Anna T. Sadlibr. 

TAMING OF POLLY. By Ella Lorainb Dorsby. 

THAT FOOTBALL GAME; and What Came of It. By Father Finn. 
THREE GIRLS AND ESPECIALLY ONE. By Marion A. Taggart. 
THREE LITTLE KINGS. By Emmy Gibhrl. 

TOM PLAYFAIR; or, Making a Start. By Father Finn. 



o 40 
O 45 

o 8s 
o 85 
o 60 
° 45 
o 45 
o 45 
° 45 
o as 
o 45 

o 85 
o 85 
o 85 
o 8 s 

o 45 
o 75 

o 75 
o 60 
o 85 
o 85 
O 45 

O 2 $ 

o 85 



TOM’S LUCKPOT. By Mary T. Waggaman. o 45 

TREASURE OF NUGGET MOUNTAIN. By M. A. Taggart. o 85 

TWO LITTLE GIRLS. By Lilian Mack. o 45 

VILLAGE STEEPLE, THE. o 45 

WAGER OF GERALD O’ROURKE, THE. Finn-Thiblb. net, o 35 

WINNETOU, THE APACHE KNIGHT. By Marion Ames Taggart. o 85 
WRONGFULLY ACCUSED. By William Hbrchbnbach. o 40 

YOUNG COLOR GUARD, THE. By Mary G. Bonbstbbl. o 45 



NOVELS AND STORIES. 

“ BUT THY LOVE AND THY GRACE.’* Rev. F. J. Finn, S.J. x 00 

CIRCUS RIDER’S DAUGHTER, THE. A Novel. By F. v. Brackbl. i as 

CONNOR DARCY’S STRUGGLES. A Novel. By Mrs. W. M. Bbrtholds. 



1 as 

CORINNE'S VOW. Waggaman. i as 

DION AND THE SIBYLS. A Classic Novel. By Milbs Keon. Cloth, 1 as 

FABIOLA; or, The Church of the Catacombs. By Cardinal Wiseman. Popular 
Illustrated Edition. o 90 

FABIOLA’S SISTERS. A Companion Volume to Cardinal Wiseman’s “Fab- 
iola.” By A. C. Clarkb. i 25 

FATAL BEACON, THE. A Novel. By F. v. Brackbl. i as 

HEARTS OF GOLD. A Novel. By I. Edhor. i 25 

HEIRESS OF CRONENSTEIN, THE. By the Countess Hahn-Hahn. i 25 

HER FATHER’S DAUGHTER. Katharine Tynan Hinkson. i 25 

IDOLS; or, The Secrets of the Rue Chaussee d’Antin. Db Navbry. i 25 

IN THE DAYS OF KING- HAL. By Marion Ames Taggart. i 35 

•‘KIND HEARTS AND CORONETS.” A Novel. By J. Harrison. i as 

LET NO MAN PUT ASUNDER. A Novel. By Josbphinb Marib. x 00 

IO 
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LINKED LIVES. A Novel. By Lady Gbrtrudb Douglas. z 50 

MARCELLA GRACE. A Novel. By Rosa Mulholland. Illustrated Edition. 



1 as 

MISS ERIN. A Novel. By M. E. Francis. x as 

MONK’S PARDON. THE. A Historical Novel of the Time of Philip IV. of 
Spain. By Raoul db Navbry. x as 

MR BILLY BUTTONS. A Novel. By Waltbr Lbcky. x as 

OUTLAW OF CAMARGUE, THE. A Novel. By A. db Lamothb. x as 

PASSING SHADOWS. A Novel. By Anthony Yorkb. x as 

PfeRE MONNIER’S WARD. A Novel. By Waltbr Lbcky. x as 

PILKINGTON HEIR, THE. A Novel. By Anna T. Sadlibr. i as 

PRODIGAL’S DAUGHTER, THE. By Lblia Hardin Bugg. i 00 

RED INN OF ST. LYPHAR, THE. A Romance of La Vendee. By Anna 
T. Sadlibr. i as 

ROMANCE OF A PLAYWRIGHT. By Vte. Hbnri db Bornibr. i 00 

ROUND TABLE OF THE REPRESENTATIVE AMERICAN CATHOLIC 
NOVELISTS. Complete Stories, with Biographies, Portraits, etc. 1 so 
ROUND TABLE OF THE REPRESENTATIVE FRENCH CATHOLIC NOV- 
ELISTS. Complete Stories, with Biographies, Portraits, etc. x 50 

ROUND TABLE OF THE REPRESENTATIVE GERMAN CATHOLIC NOV- 
ELISTS. Illustrated. 1 50 

ROUND TABLE OF THE REPRESENTATIVE IRISH AND ENGLISH 
CATHOLIC NOVELISTS. Complete Stories, Biographies, Portraits, etc. 
Cloth, 1 50 

RULER OF THE KINGDOM, THE. And other Phases of Life and Character. 
By Grace Kbon. i as 



THAT MAN’S DAUGHTER. By Hbnry M. Ross. i as 

TRANSPLANTING OF TESSIE, THE. By Mary T. Waggaman. o 60 
TRUE STORY OF MASTER GERARD, THE. By Anna T. Sadlibr. x as 
UNRAVELING OF A TANGLE, THE. A Novel. By Marion A. Taggart, i as 
VOCATION OF EDWARD CONWAY. A Novel. By Maurice F. Egan, i a S 
WOMAN OF FORTUNE, A. By Christian Rbid. x as 

WORLD WELL LOST. By Esther Robbrtson. o 75 



LIVES AND HISTORIES. 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF ST. IGNATIUS LOYOLA. Edited by Rev. J. F. X. 

O’Conor. Cloth, net , x as 

BIBLE STORIES FOR LITTLE CHILDREN. Paper, o 10; Cloth, o ao 
CHURCH HISTORY. Businobr. o 75 

HISTORIOGRAPHIA ECCLESIASTICA quam Historic seriam Solidamque 
Operam Navantibus, Accommodavit Guil. Stang, D.D. net, x 00 

HISTORY OF THE CATHOLIC CHURCH. Brubck. a vols., net, 3 00 

HISTORY OF THE CATHOLIC CHURCH. By John Gilmary Shba, LL.D. 

1 So 

HISTORY OF THE PROTESTANT REFORMATION IN ENGLAND AND 
IRELAND. By W11. Cobbbtt. Cloth, net , o 75 

LETTERS OF ST. ALPHONSUS LIGUORI. By Rev. Eugbnb Grimm, C.SS.R. 

Centenary Edition. 5 vols., each, net , 1 as 

LIFE AND LIFE-WORK OF MOTHER THEODORE GUERIN, Foundress of 
the Sisters of Providence at St.-Mary-of-the-Woods, Vigo County, Indiana. 

net, a 00 

LIFE OF CHRIST. Illustrated. By Father M. v. Cochbm. x as 

LIFE OF FR. FRANCIS POILVACHE, C.SS.R. Paper, net , o ao 

LIFE OF MOST REV. JOHN HUGHES. Brani* net , o 75 

LIFE OF MOTHER FONTBONNE, Foundress of the Sister* of St. Joseph of 
Lyons. By Abbb Rivauz. Cloth, net, 1 as 

II 
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LIFE OF SISTER ANNE KATHERINE EMMERICH, of the Order of St. Augua 
tine. By Rev. Thomas Wbgbnbr, O.S.A. net , i 50 

LIFE OF ST. ANTHONY. Ward. Ii-ustrated. o 75 

LIFE OF ST. CATHARINE OF SIENNA. By Edward L. Aymb, M.D. 1 00 
LIFE OF ST. CLARE OF MONTEFALCO. Locks, O.S.A. net , o 75 

LIFE OF MLLE. LE GRAS. net , 1 as 

LIFE OF ST. CHANTAL. Bougaud. a vols. net, 4 00 

LIFE OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN. Illustrated. By Rev. B. Rohnbr, O.S.B. 

1 25 

LITTLE LIVES OF SAINTS FOR CHILDREN. Bbrthold. 111 . Cloth, o 75 
LITTLE PICTORIAL LIVES OF THE SAINTS. New, cheap edition, 1 00 
LIVES OF THE SAINTS, With Reflections and Prayers for Every Day. 1 50 
OUR LADY OF GOOD COUNSEL IN GENAZZANO. A History of that An- 
cient Sanctuary. By Anns R. Bbnnbtt-Gladstonb. o 75 

OUTLINES OF JEWISH HISTORY, From Abraham to Our Lord. Rev. F. E. 

Gigot, S.S. net , 1 50 

OUTLINES OF NEW TESTAMENT HISTORY. By Rev. F. E. Gigot, S.S. 

Cloth, net , 1 50 

PICTORIAL LIVES OF THE SAINTS. Cloth, a 50 

REMINISCENCES OF RT. REV. EDGAR P. WADHAMS, D.D., First Bishop 
of Ogdensburg. By Rev. C. A. Walworth. net , 1 00 

ST. ANTHONY, THE SAINT OF THE WHOLE WORLD. Rev. Thomas F. 
Ward. Cloth, o 75 



STORY OF JESUS. Illustrated. o 60 

STORY OF THE DIVINE CHILD. By Very Rev. Dean A. A. Lings. o 75 
VICTORIES OF THE MARTYRS. By St. Alphonsus db Liguori. net , .1 as 
VISIT TO EUROPE AND THE HOLY LAND. By Rev. H. Fairbanks. i 50 



THEOLOGY, LITURGY, SERMONS, SCIENCE, AND 
PHILOSOPHY. 

ABRIDGED SERMONS, for All Sundays of the Year. By St. Alphonsus db 
Liguori. Centenary Edition. Grimm, C.SS.R. net , 1 as 

BLESSED SACRAMENT, SERMONS ON THE. Especially for the Forty 
Hours’ Adoration. By Rev. J. B. Schburbr, D.D. Edited by Rev. F. X. 
Lasancb. net , 1 so 

BREVE COMPENDIUM THEOLOGIAE DOGMATICAE ET MORALIS una 
cum aliquibus Notionibus Theologiae Canonicae Liturgiae, Pastoralis et 
Mysticae, ac Philosophise Christianae. Bbrthibr. net , a so 

CHILDREN OF MARY. SERMONS FOR THE. From the Italian of Rev. 

F. Callbrio. Edited by Rev. R. F. Clarke, S.J. net , 1 50 

CHILDREN’S MASSES, SERMONS FOR. Frassinbtti-Lings. net , 1 50 
CHRISTIAN APOLOGETICS: A Defense of the Catholic Faith. By Rev. W. 
Dbvivibr, S.J. Edited by the Rt. Rev. S. G. Mbssmbr, D.D., D.C.L., Bishop 
of Green Bay. net , 1 75 

CHRISTIAN PHILOSOPHY. A Treatise on the Human SouL By Rev. J. T. 

Driscoll, S.T.L. net , 1 50 

CHRISTIAN PHILOSOPHY: God. Driscoll. net , 1 as 

CHRIST IN TYPE AND PROPHECY. Rev. A. J. Maas, S.J., Professor of 
Oriental Languages in Woodstock College, a vols., net , 4 00 

CHURCH ANNOUNCEMENT BOOK. net , o as 

CHURCH TREASURER’S PEW. Collection and Receipt Book. net , 1 00 

COMPENDIUM JURIS CANONICI, ad usum Cleri et Seminariorum hujus Re- 
gionis accommodatum. net , a 00 

COMPENDIUM JURIS REGULARIUM. Edidit P. Augustinus Bachopbn, 
O.S.B. net , a 50 
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COMPENDIUM SACRAE LITURGIAE JUXTA RITUM ROMANUM UNA 
cum Appendice de jure Ecclesiastico Particulari in America Foederata Sept, 
vigente scripsit P. Innocbntius Wapblhorst, O.S.F. Editio sexta emen- 
dation net , a 50 

COMPENDIUM THEOLOGIAE DOGMATICAE ET MORALIS. Berthibr. 

net, 2 50 



CONFESSIONAL, THE. By the Right Rev. A. Robggl, D.D. net , 1 00 

DE PHILOSOPHIA MORALI PRAELECTIONES quas in Collegio Georgiopo- 
litano Soc. Jesu, Anno 1889-90 Habuit P. Nicolaus Russo. Editio altera. 

net, 2 00 



ECCLESIASTICAL DICTIONARY. By Rev. John Thbin. 

ELEMENTS OF ECCLESIASTICAL LAW. By Rev. S. B. Smith 
ECCLESIASTICAL PERSONS. 

ECCLESIASTICAL PUNISHMENTS. 

ECCLESIASTICAL TRIALS. 



net, 5 00 

D.D. 

net, 2 50 
net, 2 50 
net, 2 50 



ENCYCLICAL LETTERS OF POPE LEO XIII., THE GREAT. Translated 
from approved sources. With Preface by Rev. John J. Wynnb, S.J. net , 2 00 
FUNERAL SERMONS. By Rev. Aug. Wirth, O.S.B. 2 vols., net , 2 00 

GENERAL INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF HOLY SCRIPTURES. 
By Rev. Francis E. Gigot, S.S. Cloth, net , a 50 



GOD KNOWABLE AND KNOWN. By Rev. Maurice Ronaynb, S.J. 

net, 1 as 

GOOD CHRISTIAN, THE. Rev. J. Allbn, D.D. 2 vols. net, 5 00 

HISTORY OF THE MASS AND ITS CEREMONIES IN THE EASTERN 
AND WESTERN CHURCH. By Rev. John O’Brien. net, 1 25 

HUNOLTS SERMONS, ta vols., net, 25 00 

HUNOLT’S SHORT SERMONS. 5 vols., net, 10 00 

INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. Gigot. 

net , 1 50 

INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF THE OLD TESTAMENT. Vol. I. 

Gigot. net, 1 50 

JESUS LIVING IN THE PRIEST. Millbt-Byrnb. net , a 00 

LAST THINGS, SERMONS ON THE FOUR. Hunolt. Translated by Rev. 

John Allbn, D.D. 2 vols., net, 5 00 

LENTEN SERMONS. Edited by Augustine Wirth, O.S.B. net, a 00 

LIBER STATUS ANIMARUM; or. Parish Census Book. Pocket Edition, 
net, 0.2 5; half leather, net, 2 00 

MORAL PRINCIPLES AND MEDICAL PRACTICE, THE BASIS OF MED- 
ICAL JURISPRUDENCE. By Rev. Charles Coppbns, S.T., Professor 
of Medical Jurisprudence in the John A. Creighton Medical College, Omaha, 
Neb.; Author of Text-books in Metaphysics, Ethics, etc. net, 1 50 



NATURAL LAW AND LEGAL PRACTICE. Holaind, S.J. net, 1 75 

NEW AND OLD SERMONS. A Repertory of Catholic Pulpit Eloquence. Ed- 
ited by Rev. Augustine Wirth, O.S.B. 8 vols., net, 16 00 

OUTLINES OF DOGMATIC THEOLOGY. By Rev. Sylvbstbr Jos. Huntbr, 
S.J. 3 vols., net, 4 50 

OUTLINES OF JEWISH HISTORY, from Abraham to Our Lord. By Rev. 

Francis E. Gigot, S.S. net, 1 50 

OUTLINES OF NEW TESTAMENT HISTORY. Gigot. Cloth, net, 1 S o 
PASTORAL THEOLOGY. By Rev. Wm. Stang, D.D. net, 1 50 

PENANCE, SERMONS ON. By Rev. Francis Hunolt, S.J. Translated by 
Rev. John Allbn. 2 vols., net, 5 00 

PENITENT CHRISTIAN, THE. Sermons. By Rev. F. Hunolt. Translated 
by Rev. John Allbn, D.D. a vols., net, 5 00 

PEW-RENT RECEIPT BOOK. net, 1 00 

PHILOSOPHIA, DE, MORALI. Russo. net, a 00 

POLITICAL AND MORAL ESSAYS. Rickaby, S.J. net . 1 50 

PRAXIS SYNODALIS. Manualc Synodi Diocesanae ac Provindalis Cele- 
brandae. net, o 60 
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REGISTRUM BAPTISMORUM. net, 3 So 

REGISTRUM MATRIMONIORUM. net, 3 so 

RELATION OF EXPERIMENTAL PSYCHOLOGY TO PHILOSOPHY. Mgr. 

db Mbrcibr. net, o 35 

RITUALE COMPENDIOSUM seu Ordo Administrandi guaedam Sacramenta 
et alia Officia Ecclesiastics Rite Peragendi ex Rituali Romano, noviasime 
edito desumptaa. net, o 90 

ROSARY, SERMONS ON THE MOST HOLY. Frings. net, 1 00 

SACRED HEART, SIX SERMONS ON DEVOTION TO THE. By Rev. Dr. 
E. Bibrbaum. net, o 60 



SANCTUARY BOYS’ ILLUSTRATED MANUAL. Embracing the Ceremo- 
nies of the Inferior Ministers at Low Mass, High Mass, Solemn High Mam, 
Vespers, Asperges, Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament and Absolution for 
the Dead. By Rev. J. A. McCalls**, S.S. net , o 50 



SERMON MANUSCRIPT BOOK. net, a 00 

SERMONS, ABRIDGED, FOR SUNDAYS. Liouori. net, 135 

SERMONS FOR CHILDREN OF MARY. Callbrio net, 1 50 

SERMONS FOR CHILDREN’S MASSES. Frassinbtti-Lings. net, x 50 

SERMONS FOR THE SUNDAYS AND CHIEF FESTIVALS OF THE ECCLE- 
SIASTICAL YEAR. With Two Courses of Lenten Sermons and a Triduum 
for the Forty Hours. By Rev. J. Pottgbissbr, S.J. a vols. net, a so 

SERMONS FROM THE LATINS. Baxtbr. net, a 00 

SERMONS, FUNERAL. Wirth. a vols., net, a 00 

SERMONS, HUNOLT’S. xa vols., net, 35 00 

SERMONS, HUNOLT’S SHORT, s vols. net, 10 00 

SERMONS, LENTEN. Wirth. • net, a 00 

SERMONS, NEW AND OLD. Wirth. 8 vols., net, 16 00 



SERMONS ON DEVOTION TO THE SACRED HEART. Bibrbaum. 

net, o 75 



SERMONS ON OUR LORD, THE BLESSED VIRGIN, AND THE SAINTS. 

Hunolt. a vols., net, 5 00 

SERMONS ON PENANCE. Hunolt. a vols., net, 5 00 

SERMONS ON THE BLESSED SACRAMENT. Schburbr-Lasancb. net, 1 50 
SERMONS ON THE CHRISTIAN VIRTUES. By Rev. F. Hunolt, S.J. Trans- 
lated by Rev. John Allbn. a vols., net, 5 00 

SERMONS ON THE DIFFERENT STATES OF LIFE. By Rev. F. Hunolt, 
S.J. Translated by Rev. John Allbn. a vols. net, 5 00 

SERMONS ON THE FOUR LAST THINGS. Hunolt. a vols., net, 5 00 
SERMONS ON THE ROSARY. Frings. net, 1 00 

SERMONS ON THE SEVEN DEADLY SINS. By Rev. F. Hunolt, S.J. a 
vols. Translated by Rev. John Allbn, D.D. net, 5 00 



SERMONSr ON THE STATES OF LIFE. Hunolt. a vols., net, 5 00 

SHORT SERMONS. By Rev. F. Hunolt, S.J. 5 vols., xo 09 

SHORT SERMONS FOR LOW MASSES. Schouppb, S.J. net, x as 

SOCIALISM EXPOSED AND REFUTED. Cathrbin. net, 1 00 

SPECIAL INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF THE OLD TESTAMENT. 
Part I. The Historical Books. By Rev. Francis E. Gigot, S.S. net, 1 50 



SYNOPSIS THEOLOGIAE DOGMATICAE AD MENTEM S. THOMAE 
AQUINATIS hodiemis moribus accommodata, auctore Ad. Tanqubrby, S.S. 



3 vols., net, s as 

SYNOPSIS THEOLOGIAE MORALIS ET PASTORALIS. a vols. Tanque- 
rby. net, 3 50 

THEOLOGIA DOGMATICA SPECIALIS. Tanqubrby. a vols., net, 3 50 

THEOLOGIA FUNDAMENTALIS. Tanqubrby. net, 1 75 

VIEWS OF DANTE. By B. L. Rivard, C.S.V. net, 1 as 
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MISCELLANEOUS, 



A GENTLEMAN. By M. F. Egan, LL.D. e * 

A LADY. Manners and Social Usages. By Lblia Hardin Bugg. o 75 

BENZIGER’ S MAGAZINE. The Popular Catholic Family Magazine. Sub- 
scription per year. a 00 

BONE RULES; or. Skeleton of English Grammar. By Rev. J. B. Tabb, A.M. 

o 50 

CANTATA CATHOLICA. By B. H. F. Hellbbusch. net, a 00 

CATHOLIC HOME ANNUAL. Stories by Best Writers. o as 

CORRECT THINGS FOR CATHOLICS, THE. By Lblia Hardin Bugg. o 75 
ELOCUTION CLASS. A Simplification of the Laws and Principles of Expres- 
sion. By Eleanor O’Grady. net , o 50 

EVE OF THE REFORMATION, THE. An Historical Essay on the Religious, 
Literary, and Social Condition of Christendom, with Special Reference to 
Germany and England, from the Beginning of the Latter Half of the Fifteenth 
Century to the Outbreak of the Religious Revolt. By the Rev. Wm. Stang. 



Paper, net , o as 

GUIDE FOR SACRISTANS and Others Having Charge of the Altar and Sanc- 
tuary. By a Member of an Altar Society. net, o 75 

HYMN-BOOK OF SUNDAY-SCHOOL COMPANION. o 35 

HOW TO GET ON. By Rev. Bernard Fbbnby. i 00 

LITTLE FOLKS’ ANNUAL. 0.10; per 100, 7 S o 

READINGS AND RECITATIONS FOR JUNIORS. O’Grady. net, o 50 

SELECT RECITATIONS FOR CATHOLIC SCHOOLS AND ACADEMIES. 

By Elbanor O' Grady. x 00 

STATISTICS CONCERNING EDUCATION IN THE PHILIPPINES. Hbdqbs. 

o 10 

SURSUM CORDA. Hymns. Cloth, 0.35; per zoo, 15 00 

Paper, 0.15; per 100, 10 00 

SURSUM CORDA. With English and German Text. o 4s 

PRAYER-BOOKS. 



Benziger Brothers publish the most complete line of prayer-books in thin 
country, embracing 

Prayer-books for Children. 

Prayer-books for First Communicants. 

Prayer-books for Special Devotions. 

Prayer-books for General Use. 

Catalogue will be sent free on application. 

SCHOOL BOOKS. 

Benziger Brothers* school text-books are considered to be the finest p ublished . 
They embrace 

New Cbntury Catholic Rbadbrs. Illustrations in Colors. 

Catholic Natural Rbadbrs. 

Catechisms. 

History. 

Grammars. 

Spellers. 

Elocution. 

Charts. 

*5 
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A Home Library for $i Down. 

Original American Stories for the Young , by the 
Very Best Catholic Authors . 

OA COPYRIGHTED# BOOKS and a YEAR’S SUBSCRIPTION to 
BENZIGER’S MAGAZINE (in itself a library of good reading). 

Regular Price of Books, . . $11.70 ) Regular Price, 

Regular Price of Benziger's Magazine, 2.00 / $13.70. 

Special Net Price , $ 10.00. $ 1,00 Down . $ 1,00 a Month . 

You get the books at once, and have the use of them, while making easy payments. 
Send us only $1.00, and we will forward the books at once. $1.00 entitles you to 
immediate possession. No further payment need be made for a month. Afterward 
you pay $1.00 a month. 



THIS IS THE EASY WAY TO GET A LIBRARY. 

And re memb er these are the Best Books that can be placed in the hands of Catholic 
Youth AT ANY PRICE . 



ANOTHER EASY WAY OF GETTING BOOKS. 

Each year we publish four New Novels by the best Catholic authors. These 
novels are interesting beyond the ordinary; not religious, but Catholic in tone 
and feeling. 

We ask you to give us a Standing Order for these novels. The price is $1.35 
a volume postpaid. The $5.00 is not to be paid at one time, but $1.35 each time 
a volume is published. 

As a Special Inducement for giving us a standing order for these novels, we 
will give you free a subscription to Benziger's Magazine. This Magazine is recog- 
nized as the best and handsomest Catholic magazine published. The regular 
price of the Magazine is $3.00 a year. 

Thus for $5.00 a year — paid $1.35 at a time — you will get four good books 
and receive in addition free a year’s subscription to Benziger’s Magazine. The 
Magazine will be continued from year to year, as long as the standing order for 
the novels is in force, which will be till countermanded. 

Send $1.35 for the first novel and get your name placed on the subscription 
list of Benziger’s Magazine. 

BENZIGER BROTHERS, 

New York* Cincinnati: Chicago: 

36 and 38 Barclay Street. 343 Main Street 2x1 and 213 Madison Street 
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Small size reproductions of the colored art pictures appearing in Benziger' s Magazine. 




“ Let the adornments of home be chaste and holy pictures, and, still more, sound, interesting, and 
profitable books.” — III. Plenary Council of Baltimore. 



SUBSCRIBE TO 

BEfiZIOER'S MmKZm 

The Popular Calholic Family Monthly. 

WITH COLORED ART SUPPLEMENT, SUITABLE FOR FRAMING, IN EVERY OTHER ISSUE. 

SUBSCRIPTION, $2.00 A YEAR. 

WHAT BENZIGER’S MAGAZINE FURNISHES IN A SINGLE YEAR : 

Six Art Pictures in colors, suitable for framing, size 8x12 inches. 

Fifty complete stories, equal to a book selling at $1.25. 

Three complete novels, equal to three books selling at $1.25 each. 

800 illustrations, including many full-page reproductions of celebrated paintings. 
Twenty articles on travel and adventure, equal to a book of 150 pages. 

Twenty articles on our country, historic events, etc., equal to a book of 150 pages. 

Twenty articles on painting, music, sculpture, etc., equal to a book of 150 pages. 

Twelve pages of games and amusements for the young. 

An unsurpassed Woman’s Department, with many helpful suggestions. 

Current Events : Important happenings described with pen and pictures. 

Twelve prize competitions, in which valuable prizes are offered. 



Benziger' s Magazine is recommended by 68 Archbishops and Bishops of the United States. 
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BOOKS FOR THE CATHOLIC FAMILY 

AT POPULAR PRICES. 

POPULAR INSTRUCTIONS ON PRAYER. By Very Rev. Ferreol Girardey, C.SS.K. 
Paper, $0.25 ; cloth, $0.40. 

POPULAR INSTRUCTIONS TO PARENTS ON THE BRINGING UP OF CHILDREN. 

By Very Rev. Ferreol Girardey, C.SS.R. 321110. Paper, $0.25 ; cloth, $0.40. 

POPULAR INSTRUCTIONS ON MARRIAGE. By Very Rev. Ferreol Girardey, C.SS.R. 
321110. Paper, $0.25 ; cloth, $0.40. 

INSTRUCTIONS ON THE COMMANDMENTS AND SACRAMENTS. By St. Alphonsus 
de Liguori. 321110. Paper, $0.25 ; cloth, $0.40. 

THE CHRISTIAN FATHER. What He Should Be and What He Should Do. 32010. Paper, 
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CATHOLIC BELIEF. By Very Rev. Fa& di Bruno. i6mo. Paper, $0.25; cloth, $0.50. 
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i6mo. Paper, $0.30 ; cloth, $0.60. 
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By the Abb£ Durand. With illustrations. i6mo. Paper, $0.30 ; cloth, $0.60. 

THE SACRAMENTALS OF THE CATHOLIC CHURCH. By Rev. A. A. Lambing. With 
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EXPLANATION OF THE GOSPELS AND OF CATHOLIC WORSHIP. By Rev. L. A. 
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ILLUSTRATED EXPLANATION OF THE CREED. By Rev. H. Rolfus. With Numerous 
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ILLUSTRATED EXPLANATION OF THE HOLY SACRAMENTS. With Numerous Ex- 
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ILLUSTRATED EXPLANATION OF THE COMMANDMENTS. By Rev. H. Rolfus. 
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